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Bad Ideas is excepting submissions for Columns, Arti- 
cles, Review Material, Comics and What not. All sub- 
missions due before Dec. 1st Mail a hard copy to our 
address or email them tothisbadidea@yahoo.com. 
Columnists, here's some tips so you don't piss off the 
300 i lb. guy that formats the columns: 

* Make it a Word Document. 

* Don't try to shape it like a column. Just type it out and 
trust that it'll be formatted correctly. 

* Don't waste space between paragraphs. At the end of 
your paragraph, hit Enter once, hit Tab once (to indent) 
and resume typing. 

* Use the Times New Roman font, size 8 

* To title a paragraph, put the title in bold. 

* Use spell check. Remember: a witch rides a broom, 
think of that when you decide which word to use. 

DISCLAIMER: This is the part that usually reads: 
"The views and opinions expressed within this maga- 
zines are those of the contributors and do not necessar- 
ily reflect the views of Bad Ideas or the Bad Ideas staff 
as a whole.*' But, instead. Til put it like this: 
Look, Bad Ideas is a collected work of upwards of 20 
people. Everybody signs their name, so you know 
who's say in ' what. There you are. White we do have 
standards to uphold, these standards are fairly broad, so 
anything goes.. .within reason. For example, I think it is 
widely held that basing a persons worth on that per- 
son's gender or race is out of the bounds of reason, 
while the idea that George W. Bush is, himself, a 
terrorist is completely reasonable. Thank you & enjoy. 
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The summer of 1991, 

This was a strange time in American underground culture. 
The main stream interest m Punk music was beginning to surface in the 
form of popular retro Punk/metal sounding "grunge" bands. Cross culture 
Groups tike lee -T's Body Count along with the collaboration between 
Anthrax and Public Enemy were things that couldn't have been imagined 
just a few years prier. We also had, thanks in part to Mr. Parrel! the first 
big underground music fcst with the introduction of Lollapalooza. At the 
same time people who dressed in punk fashions were still being discrimi- 
nated against in all walks of life. You couldn't get a job at the mall in 
1991 with multi-colored hair or a nose piercing. In fact you would be 
lucky if security didn't try to throw you out There was no Hot Topic. 
Punks would get into rights downtown with marauding Jocks. Skinheads 
from out of town would come and start fights. It was a weird time m Ann 
Arbor. It seemed more violent and restless then. 

For me it was a year of bed craziness, I was seventeen and all 
I wanted to do was party and play Rock N' Roll all night long. Well, 
honestly that's all I still warn to do, but when you're seventeen it can seem 
like that is the only thing in the world that matters 

I played bass and sang in a group with my friend Rodney who 
played guitar. We called ourselves Pulp. This was about a yew or two 
before that lame English band Pulp got big in the U.S. Rodney and I both 
grew up in Milan, a small town 20 minutes south of Ann Arbor. Because 
of this and being so young we never realty got to play out mat much 
except at some house parties. We both hung out a lot in Ann Arbor and we 
would go see bands when ever we could. 

Most of my friends who were in bands went to Community 
High School. There my friends had a venue for their bands to perform. 
The school administration allowed students to organize shows at the 
school. At the end of the year they would have a huge all day festival 
featuring the best of the school's bands called Comstock. It used to be 
held right behind the school, but in recent years it's been held at West 
Park. In 1 99 1 the show fell undo- the control of several students that were 
slightly biased as to which bands could play. Because of this some of my 
friend' 5 bands weren't allowed to participate. This lead to the organiza- 
tion of a group of house shows known as the Com Stock shows. 

All the Com Stock shows were held just outside of town at a 
farmhouse on West Liberty Rd. just past Wagner Rd. This is where my 
three friends Kyle, Gabe, and Chris lived Two of them were in bands not 
allowed to play at mat years Comstock They were super pissed about this 
and decided to bold their own show in protest. The idea was to let every 
band that couldn't play Comstock come and play at their show. Plus they 
allowed bands that weren't from Community High (like mine) to have a 
chance to play. They had the perfect place tor it Their house had a large 
back porch that made a perfect stage. The back yard was huge and could 
accommodate a good size audience. It was also outside of the city and 
fairly secluded from the neighbors With a little planning and word of 
mouth promotion the wheels were set in motion and the night of the first 
show quickly was upon us. 

1 don't remember the date of the first Corn Stock. I think it 
was held at the end of May. 1 can barley le n w m bei the first night. Some 
key points I remember were the large number of people and me being 
super nervous. There were at least 1 50 to 200 people there. No one had 
thought it was going to attract so many folks and we quickly ran out of 
parking space. People started parking along Liberty out in front of the 
house. The cars were lined up for almost a I /2-mile. This alerted the 
neighbors that a large party was in progresses, which lead to the cops 
being called I don't remember who the first tew bands were but right as 
we were about to play our first song the cops snowed up and shut the 
whole thing down. Damn pigs and neighbors. It was very discouraging 



but it didn't keep us from trying again 

The second Com Stock was held on July 1 3. Out of me three 
events this one was the most successful This time someone involved with 
the show spoke with the owner of a golf course that was under construc- 
tion next door. He was sympathetic to the situation and allowed people to 
park down the street on the paved entranceway to the golf course They 
also informed the neighbors of what would be happening and got the show 
started early. One of the things I remember is someone (who shall remain 
nameless) setting fire to the field behind the barn! Trie fire was a really big 
and super hot In the afternoon some drunken punker guy from Detroit 
decided he was going to drive his Ford Ranger into the woods for a little 
otTroading, He ended up stuck in a targe creek just inside the woods. His 
(ruck was almost completely turned upside down on its side. He and his 
buddy were stuck mere until the next day. His friend, who looked a lot 
like Glen Danzig, got so pissed he beat the guy's ass later that night Some 
amazing bands played mat day. I believe this was The Jaks first show, as 
well as Nadsat Nation. Also we all got a special treat late mat nigh! when 
an unknown group from Lansing showed up and blew everyone away. 
The group was Ugly Stick. They were amazmgl The band consisted of 
only a three piece at this point and played instrumental jams. In the years 
following they would become a fixture on the local scene and acquire two 
rappers. This was several years before bands like Rage Against The 
Machine or any of that other Nu-metaJ crap, and Ugly Stick was actually 
really good. 

The Third Corn Stock was the most intense f It was held on 
Friday Sept 13* Yeah Friday the 13*1 It was by &r the biggest and had 
the most bands. Before the festivities started Chris had cooked up some 
"rice crispy freaks". These consisted of rice crispy treats with some liquid 
LSD and hash mixed in for good measure. There were more then three 
kegs going at one time. There were so many bands that at one point 
everyone was using some kind of sign up sheet to keep order. First come, 
first serve. More and more bonds kept on showing up and wanting to play. 
There must have been somewhere between 3 and 4 hundred people there 
at one time. School was back in session at this point, and Rodney and 1 
had brought a new friend to the party. His name was Yuan. He was a 
foreign exchange student from Germany. He had only been here for about 
a week and mis was his first American party experience. He got realty 
fucked up early on and spent most of the evening past out on the couch 
inside. The party just kept getting bigger and bigger with more people 
showing up from all over southeast Michigan. When it came rime for our 
group to play we were super WASTED! The LSD had taken bold and 
trying to play bass and sing became something of a nightmare. Rodney and 
I couldn't tell if we were in tune. The music sounded like a helicopter on 
stage. At one point I remember asking the crowd "Is anyone out there as 
rucked up as we are?" 

In not so many words, we sucked. Well, so much for tripping 
while playing shows. Afterward our drummer packed up his drums and 
told us he was quitting and he took off in a hurry. 1 was so freaked out by 
it all mat it made my acid trip kick in to high gear, t went in the house and 
sat in a chair in a catatonic state for about an hour or so. When I came out 
1 was tripping really hard but in a good way and I found a nice place to 
chill and do some people watching. It was nuts. There were a few little 
camp fires spread around the backyard with all sorts of folks standing 
around drinking and taking various drugs of choice; Kyle's dog had eaten 
one of the LSD "treats" and was freaking out running around all over the 
place. 

Around this rime 1 began to notice a bunch of "hardcore" 
looking punks causing a commotion off to the left of the stage. Someone 
said they were part of a Detroit punk "gang" called the "Colder Then You 
Crew" and mat they were affiliated with a band called "Cold as Life". I 
had never heard of them, but their reputation was apparently large and 
one of drunken violence and chaos. There was about 12 or 15 people in 
their group. They also brought a couple of dogs along which began 
sporadically fighting with Kyle's flipped out dog. 1 didn't think too much 
of it at the time. 1 was tripping my ass off and having tun. These rowdy 
punks didn't seem that threatening. Little did I know what was about to 
hup pen 

Kyle's band "Totem" was about to play. While mey were 
setting up their gear the Detroit punks started getting realty agitated. They 
were starting to pick fights and fock with people. Several of them were 
arguing with Kyle. See, they had showed up expecting to have their band 
play immediately. They weren't about waiting till their name came up on 
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the sign up sheet. 1 watched from a distance as Kyle tried to talk to the 
people from Cold as Life. As they traded words 1 could sort of tell it 
wasn't going well They didn't seem t6 like what Kyle said but seemed to 
back off a little, So Kyle and his band started playing, and everything 
seemed fine until I saw a couple of bottles hit the back of the stage behind 
the drums. The band stopped. Kyle then made a momentous discussion. 
He called out the rowdy Detroit punks over the PA I remember him 
saying something to me mass of people like, 

"Come on people! They aren't even from here. There arc way more of us 
then them! Come on everybody, if we stand together we can make them 
leaver 

Of course the Ann Arbor crowd was way to passive and flakey 
to ever take a stand like that Most people just backed off and waited to 
see what would happen. The punks from Detroit were super pist off now. 
The friends I was standing with decided that this was a perfect time to split 
before it got any worse. Unfortunately for me leaving wasn't an option. 
Both Rodney and I were far to wasted too do much of anything except 
stand and watch the drama start to unfold. 

A group of large tattooed guys from the Detroit punk gang 
jumped up on the stage and surrounded Kyle. They yelled at each other 
for a minute then the lead punker head butted Kyle. He stood beck for a 
second then punched the lead punk in the fece with the microphone. All 
hell broke lose All the lights went out except one strobe light I was 
standing about 20 feet from the stage as I saw a mass of bodies descend on 
Kyle. They all came crashing down in a huge pile about 20 feet to my left, 
I saw people running, yelling and punching in slow motion due to the 
strobe. I felt like T couldn't move. The drugs and the fear were in charge 
of my brain My friend Scott ran up and look my arm and ahouted "Grab 
the Keg before someone steals it!" We grabbed the keg and ran with it into 
the house. Once inside, we panicked for a sec, not sure what to do. Scott 
poured a beer. Chris's girlfriend Colleen called the police. A huge wave of 
guilt over took me for not going to Kyle's aid 1 turned to run outside to 
help when I was practically run over by Chris, Kyle and Gabe coming in 
to grab weapons. Chris ran out with Nun-chucks and Kyle look a large 
wooden staff As 1 followed them out the door 1 paused in the doorway as 
a huge shirtless bald punker guy with a mustache ran up to Kyle. He said, 
"Go ahead! HIT MEP Kyle brought the staff square down on his 
forehead and I swear 1 saw it explode into wooden splinters. I think that 
was a result of the drugs. The guy went down but was quickly replaced 
with more crazy punkers. 

1 looked out from the doorway across the back yard. There 
was a huge tangled group of at least 20 or 30 people fighting back and 
forth across the yard with everyone else running and screaming trying to 
free with out getting caught up in it. This was hard since the meth beaded 
punkers were blocking the driveway, which was the only way out. 1 talked 
with my friend Dave recently about this and he recalled the scene saying 
**It looked like something out of "Gangs of New York" or "The Out- 
siders* 1 . 

I could make out two distinctive opposing groups crashing 
together like waves in a pool and then retreating back to either side of the 
yard, back and forth. I looked over to my right on the stage and saw some 
people gleefully kicking over the PA cabinets and smashing what ever 
gear was up there. One guy was playing the drums and then decided to 
kick them over. The scene was so out of control. I began to realize that 
maybe there were more of the Detroit folks there then I had first thought. 
I also noticed that they seemed to be on speed or crack or something. 
These guys and girls were fighting like they didn't feel any pain. Later 
Chris would tell me that he hit one guy in the back with his nun-chucks 
several times only to have the guy turn around and say that he was going 
to kill him. After watching the brawl that was going on outside and 
considering die condition I was in, I decided that 1 wouldn't be much help 
in trading Mows with some speed freak motherfuckers. Call me chicken I 
don't care. You didn't see that shit, and you weren't on lots of acid. 

About 5 minutes went by and the small group of us in die 
Irv ing room could still hear the fighting going on outside. Colleen called 
the cops again. A couple of girls came in carrying the guy that Kyle 
smashed with the stick. They carried his bloody unconscious body up- 
stairs. Less then a minute later we heard a bunch of yelling up there and 
suddenly the guy came screaming down the staircase smashing huge holes 
into the plaster walls. When he landed at the bottom he let out a hulk like 
roar. Now remember that German exchange student I told you about? The 
sound of the guy yelling woke him up in a fit and as he sat up the guy 



turned and roared right in his face. It was classic. Tne Hulk guy then 
bounded out the door to rejoin his friends in the %bt Apparently hulk 
guy had woken up while upstairs and one of me girls sprayed htm in the 
&ce with pepper spray . 

The chaos continued for another 15/20 minutes or so, until 
finally the punkers were driven out of the backyard and down die 
driveway toward the road During their retreat they smashed out some car 
windows Then they ran down to the golf course parking area. The 
punkers were dnving away at the same time the cops finally showed up in 
front of the house. Kyle came in bettered and wounded. His left arm had 
been dislocated from the shoulder. Gabe had to be taken to the emergency 
room. His hand had been smashed by a guy with a broom stick. Most of 
the other folks escaped with minor burses and cuts. I walked out with 
Kyle to meet the cops who were walking up the driveway. They were 
total tucking assholes. Kyle tried to explain what had happened and that 
the culprits were driving away as he spoke. The pig didn't want to here it. 
All he said was, "Get all these people and vehicles out of here in the next 
five minutes or we'll bring in the dogs and you'll all go to jail!" or some 
shit like that. He was such a fuckhcad! Kyle just said fine, fuck you too, 
and we both went back into the house to calm down. The cops never did 
anything except supervise the crowd as they left. Afterward we stumbled 
around the battlefield and took stock of all the damage mat had taken 
place: The FA and drums some how survived mostly intact. 

My memory of these events is clouded by a combination of the 
past 13 years and the amount of drugs I consumed on that night I've 
talked to a lot of the people who were there and I'm still good friends with 
most of the main people who were involved. We all remember things in 
our own way. which is great because whenever we discuss it 1 get a 
different side of the story and I remember more from my own experience. 
I hope my side of the story helped to either remind you of that wild night 
or give you a little window into a time not so long ago when the summer 
was hot and crazyl 

-Chris "Box" Taylor 




Hey! We're still here! 

Wow. Three years later and the world hasn't ended yet Today 
is September 12, 2004 the day after the third anniversary of 9-1 1. 1 
remember waking up three years ago around 1 0am, slowly creeping into 
the living-room . I was the only one home, Malt was somewhere in 
Kalamazoo. We were living in Battle Creek (about 20 minutes from 
Kalamazoo) right next door to Fort Custer, an Air Force base. We didn't 
have a phone so nobody was able to get bold of me about what was going 
on. I lit a cigarette, grabbed some soda and flopped on the couch tor some 
much needed TV blank-out time. 1 couldn't believe what was on the 
screen. My first concern was contacting one of my best friends Karen, who 
lived in NYC and finding out where my uncle was, who was on a business 
trip in DC. I threw some clothes on and headed for my grandparents. 1 was 
too worried about them to be concerned with much more. 

When I got to my grandparents, they said they had already 
heard from my uncle, who was trying to rent a car to get back to 
Michigan. 1 didn't reach Karen tor another day. 1 knew she wasn't around 
the trade center area, but I still wanted to hear her voice. I finally got 
through to her. She had stayed at a friend's in Manhattan when she 
couldn't get back to Queens. 

9-11 was a terrible day. BUT it wasn't the worst day. America 
has to stop treating itself as some kind of martyr. We (as a country) have 
done things just as awfu I, along with many other countries. Just look at 
the death count in Bosnia, the holocaust, Hiroshima, the U.S. sanctions in 
Iraq and all the numerous things the CIA have gotten away with. Our 
government trained Al-Qaeda. They supplied them with weapons and 
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goods. Our government had a hand in killing those peopto on 9-tl. 

Don't take this the wrong way, I feel for the families who lost 
mothers, fathers, husbands, wives, and so on I hope this never happens 
again to anyone, anywhere in this world I'd take peace over conflict airy 
day. I'm no expert on this issue, but J do know we, as American citizens, 
need to watch our backs. Our "elected" (I use this term very loosely) 
representatives have no problem killing us off for a few bucks and 
bragging rights on how big their war time dicks are. They feed off of the 
fear that they have helped construct. Fear of everything from terrorism 
(nothing new to the rest of the world), to anthrax, lo snipers, to sharks. 
OK, that last one is a little absurd, but I'm just trying to make a point. 
Then you add in our so-called news services and you wonder why so 
many people are neurotic. One person cm change the world, for better or 
worse Bush has proved this. 

Is that it? Sure. 

Luv t Nate H. 

minivansarepunk@yahoo.com 
www.clipbeartpress.com 



-Everyone should listen to Mission of Burma. You'll be a better person. 
-I'm working on a zine about stenciling. Contact me if , you want to 
contribute. 

-If I could "make love" to a band, I'd do it with Death Wish Kids. 
-Visit me at the Motor City Comic Con Oct 16-1 7* in Novi, Mi. 
-Guy A Rosey, thanks for conspiring against me to meet Barb. 
-My comrade is wicked awesome 
-Spray-paint the world. 
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"We don't even know what time it is. And we can go over 
there to see what's there/ 4 -from the movie Three Wishes 

We'd somehow all ended up in the same car. All four of us. 
That never happens, but this was the third time this trip. Abby had a 
knack for convincing drivers to pick up four hitchhikers instead of just 
two and we all got to stay together. Abby in front, Alex and CJ (the one 
from my book) and I were in the back, The driver was a lonely collage 
student who just dropped off her best friend and was beaded back to 
Cincinnati by herself She told us she'd never picked up a hitchhiker 
before. But now she'd just picked up four really dirty, smelly, scrappy 
kids from Michigan. Humans never cease to amaze me To me, it seems 
pretty unsafe for a woman driving by herself to pick up a hitchhiker, but 
four, and their backpacks just seemed ridiculous. My frith in humanity 
goes up every time someone alone picks me and a friend up. My faith was 
souring. All of us kept getting picked up by the same car. It was easier 
than when I'd traveled with just one other person. I couldn't understand it 
We got to Cincinnati just after dark. The student dropped us 
off at a gas station pointing down the road, "1 think the train yard is that 
way." We thanked her for the ride lo Cincinnati. Then thanked her again 
for going out of her way to drop us off so near the train yard We started 
walking towards the direction she pointed. Passing three kids who gave us 
the look over. The train yard was only a few blocks away. The street we 
were on went on a bridge over the train yard We tried to turn off the street 
we were on and head into the yard only to realize we'd have to walk threw 
the front gate and most likely get caught So we decided to walk over the 
bridge and come in from the back of the yard 

When we'd reached the end of me bridge we took a look over the side 
to got a birds-eye view and hopefully find a way ia Figures that there was 
a stupid river running between the streets on this side of the bridge and the 
train yard It's not a big river, ten maybe fifteen feet across, too fer to 
jump. But being a few hundred miles from home with no plans on going 



back any time soon, getting completely wet seems like such a bad idea. 
Should we cross back over and try to sneak m the front, try to find a way 
over the river, maybe a way to climb down from the bridge right in to the 
yard? We're arguing when I sec the three kids from the gas station coming 
up from behind us. I'm hoping they don't moss with us. 
"What you doing?" one asks. 

"Uh," what do you tell three kids when they catch you train 
hopping? u We re trying to get down there so we can get on a train." 

" What? You crazy. Yer parents must be worried Y'all 
should go home," 

" Uh, we live in Michigan, we rode trains to get hew." 
"Damn! You rode trains all the way from Michigan" 
" And a little bit of walking, and hitchhiking," 

* You crazy." They tell us again. "Y'all got money, how do 

you eat?" 

"We have a little money. And some food in our bags, but 
mostly we just dumpster what we eat" 

* Huh?" 

m Got food from a stores trash" 

* Aww, that's nasty!" 

* No man, they throw away good food that they can't sell 
anymore, sometimes they put it in boxes. 1 found tike nine still warm 
pizzas in the trash once." 

"And you ate it?" 

"Yeah, and it was good, too." 

**I don't know about alt that." It gets quiet as we stand back, 
each group contemplating each other. Then one of the kids speaks up. 
M We know how to get in there, c'mon we'll show you," So they lead us in 
to their neighborhood. Two of me kids are black the other is white. 
They're twelve, twelve and thirteen years old I don't remember their 
names. They rattle away in a constant stream of questions and stories. Vm 
laughing to myself cuz they look like every twelve/thirteen year old 1 
know. Betrayed by their bodies which have grown a foot in the last year, 
all ia leg and arms. Huge awkward feet and hands, tripping over them 
selves, and laughing at their own questions, 

"Do you n 'her," He points to Abby. " bump and grind?" 
"What? Do we... oh, um...no we're friends" 
"What 'bout them?" pointing at CJ and Alex 
*No we're all just friends," They tell about the fort they 
built and how it's near the train yard. Some construction workers helped 
them. It's three stores tall and has electricity. Coo) fort. They tell us we 
can steep there if we want. 

Our entire day might have just been changed into a Disney 
story about the forties. You know, the happy tramps meet the neighbor- 
hood children, sleep m their fort and fait in love with the town. They quit 
tramping and become happy members of the community, The End." But 
Disney doesn't make movies about theses kids. 

1 *Wben I first moved here," the white kid tells me. " 1 used 
to get messed with at school. So 1 brought my .22 to school. After mat the 
kids stopped messing with me" 

"See that street" one points. "Don't go up there, ever, it's 
really dangerous. White guy drove up there by accident a little while ago. 
They tipped over his car and shot him " 

I've walked into ghettos before. You just act like your not 
an idiot and you *rc fine. Nothing's ever happened to me. But 1 also never 
heard gunshot from the train yard like 1 did in Cincinnati. And no ones 
ever talked to me like these kids were either. People sitting on there porch 
watched the seven of us walk by. They probably don't see that too often. 
Latter Ahoy said that she thinks those kids gave us safe passage. I don't 
know, nothings ever happened to me, but 1 did notice (he amount of 
eyeballs we were getting from the neighborhood seemed lessened because 
we had guides. 

The kids showed us their fort and a small one-car bridge 
over the river, which turned out to be a drainage ditch, but a wide, deep 
dhch all the same. They pointed the way, asked us again if we wouldn't 
consider calling our parents and going home, Tbcy said they r d be worried 
about us and that they'd pray for us. 
"Y'all got a gun?" 
"No." 

a Y all want one? I can go home and get one for you " 
We told them to keep their guns and said good bye, Tbcy 
were worried we'd get ourselves killed, Which is runny cuz we knew their 
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situation was way worse than ours could ever be. And ours was temporary 
and intentional . 

Inside the train yard it looked completely empty We de- 
cided to walk alt the way back to the bridge where we met the kids cuz 
when we crossed over it sure Looked busy. 

Later when wc finally found some trains that were moving 
we hid under the bridge to figure out what's next. We ate a bit and 
checked our maps. I found another spoon on the ground, this was my 
second spoon this trip, so I decided to start a collection. By the time I got 
to New Mexico 1 had five, but I'm getting ahead of myself From 
Cincinnati we were trying to catch a train to St. Louis or at least 
Indianapolis, which was on the way* or even better, Kansas City, which 
was passed St, Louis. The problem was St. Louis was west and the tracks 
in this yard ran north/south. The map said trains go to St. Louis from 
Cincinnati so it must turn west, but does it turn west, north of the yard or 
south? We decided since there wasn't any yard workers to ask that we'd 
get on one heading south. At least that way we wouldn't end up back 
where we started. 

Hours later we finally started climbing over trains to get to 
other trains so see if they were going to move. Wc started hearing gun 
shots a ways off but not to far, in the direction we'd just come from, from 
those kid's neighborhood. And to make things even more scary the spaces 
between sets of tracks was realty small. Walking between them we could 
almost touch both trains with our shoulders, and with or back pocks on tt 
became hard to turn around. Trains are funny, with a car or any other 
motorized thing you can tell when it's on and might move because it 
makes noise. The engine of a train can be half a mile away sometimes you 
can't hear a thing. You can be next to or on a train you think is dead (off) 
and it will jump suddenly ten feet forwards or backwards or start moving 
so slow you can't tell until it touches you. On the other hand a sitting 
train's brake line can be making all sorts of noise, you'll art on it for six 
hours before realizing mat there's no Unit (engine). 

Eventually we got on a moving grainer (car that carries grain, it has 
two porches one on either end that you can ride on). CJ and I were on the 
front porch Alex and Abby on the back and were just pulling out of the 
yard three hours after we'd gotten there Then the train rtops And starts 
going backwards. I'm not too worried, this has happowd before when 
they needed to hump (put) more cars on the train. It's annoying and 
jolting but it never takes more that a tew hours and men the train goes. 
But this time we start going backwards up a steep hill 1 don't want to 
move cuz there are lights and people everywhere, but now I'm starting to 
get worried. I've never even seen a train go up a steep hill The hill levels 
off and I breath a sigh of relief; until 1 see a yard worker reach in between 
our car and the one in front of us and pull a lever. 1 stare in disbelief as our 
car starts rolling still backwards, down the other side of the hill and 
disengages from the car in front of us. We're now free rolling backwards 
into a train yard going forty with no way to stop and hundreds of train cars 
to crash into. 

What they were doing was separating the cars. They push 
the whole train over the hilt and release each car from the train and send 
down me hill, then depending on the type of car they switch it to a 
different line (set of tracks). So all the box cars go one way all the gainers 
go another the container cars go mat way and on and on The problem for 
us is that the hill is steep and the cars go hist. When a fast car hits another 
one (or more than one) that aren't moving it's kinda like hitting a really 
thick wall. I've seen the wheels lift off the ground when one car hit 
another too hard. I've seen completely rusted boxcar doors slam closed 
You don't want to be on a car that hit another at that speed. And we were 
rolling fast through ft yard, backwards, and I could hear and sec trains 
colliding all around us. I told CJ to hold on to something, and braced 
myself A lew minutes later the car had slowed down enough for us to 
jump off. They sent us on a line that no other car had been put on yet. 
Lucky us It was also lucky that we'd all been on the same car, if we 
hadn't we be scattered all over the yard. And now, from where we were 
standing, we could see how big the yard was. There was about forty or 
fifty lines in this yard and we were standing tight in the middle. To our 
left, twenty train tracks, to our right, twenty more. All over toe place were 
moving cars mat had just been pushed over the hill and eerily weren't 
making any noise as they rolled by fast enough to kill you. 

First we carefully got off the tracks. And walked over by the 
"river" to calm down and collect ourselves. Then we got back on another 
train. This time tt didn't stop outside the yard, it kept going and curved! 



"St, Louis here we come." The train tracks rose above the ground about a 
hundred feet and continued on which 1 'd never been on before. We could 
look down at the back of old factories, see the fifty-year-old crumbling ads 
and abandoned cars. Cincinnati is mostly in a valley. This pert was in the 
hills. There were also almost no lights where we were. We could look out 
at the city spread out before us - streetlights below and the stars above. It 
was amazing, and men we went over the river. Not a little river like we 
have in Michigan. This river was huge. And we could look off the side of 
the train down, down, down at the water And the highway bridge ran 
right next to the train bridge. So close we could have jumped on to the 
highway from the train. We sat mere watching folks dive along side us 
totally unaware that we existed 

We crossed the river, the highway went one way and we 
went another. It was dark, not much we could do but sleep. We stayed 
awake a little on pure adrenaline, talking and looking, but men foil asleep. 

In the morning we looked at the passing towns trying to 
figure out how close to St. Louis we were. "What's that license plate 
say?** 

" Kentucky! Ob not" 
"Oops." 

-I was going to do some rumor control and write about what this arte and 
the house it's run out of are all about, cuz I've heard some stupid shit. But 
I ran out of time and I wanted to do mat one well. It's really amazing how 
little rime I have now that I quit my job. Next time I promise. Just 
remember, don't believe anything that you don't know about, and don't 
go telling other people information if you haven't checked if it's real, 
-STENCIL SHOWN! 8:00 pm OCT. 23 rf at the Above Ground Hair 
Salon, Corner of Liberty and State, above the ice cream place. The door is 
on State. 1 'm gonna have some stencils there and so will a bunch of kids. 
There's no cover and no age limit 

-The NOTHING, which is the best band to come out of aim arbor since 
Morsel, is playing their last show/record release party at me end of me 
month or beginning of the next. Look for fliers. 

-Hey folks! This zine is going broke and down hilt. We need to start 
making money or this won't last. Anyone know someone who wants to 
donate money, or buy an ad, or buy some bulk copies and back issues and 
sell them, or help us get better distro? Cause if you do, we could use them 
badly. Give us a call, thanks. 
-Nov 2 0d , Versificators, parking garage tour, be mere, 
^contact me at reddjosh@ Hotmail 
-does anyone read mis? 




MARAL is Michigan's largest Pro Choice organization. 
September 9th, 2004 local bands volunteered their talents to raise money 
for the organization and educate folks about Pro-Choice issues at The 
Blind Pig here in Ann Arbor. Volunteers were ready to register natrons to 
vote white kindly handing out free buttons and condoms. I was proud to 
be part of this benefit show as a bass player in one of the bands and I am 
grateful to the other binds that came out to support reproductive freedom. 

First off; 1 want to recognize me dedication of the organizers. 
Big love goes out to Summer Furgason and Kima for their hard work. 
I've wanted to do something like this for years, but I'm a total flake and I 
have ZERO organizational skills. Kima designed the flyer and they put it 
up over and over again, regardless of the right wingers tearing them down 
across Ann Arbor. Heather Mooney and Summer put it together for 
MARAL with help from Jamie Millitelo and other volunteers eager to see 
the night rum into a GREAT success! Nice job ladies! It was a HUGE 
success! 

1 was impressed with all the men that showed up for the cause. 
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Yes, reproductive laws affect you guys too. This issue is not just about 
abortion. We must defend the right to Hearth Education and medical 
treatment in our community. Although the majority of patrons at Planned 
Parenthood are women, men arc using the facilities more and more. 

I was in the front of The Blind Pig up until we played, helping 
to register folks to vote and I was SHOCKED to find some people 
walking through the door, refusing to sign in as a participant of the 
benefit. "I'm not Pro-Choice and I dont voter Well, good. Fuck you, too, 
and please DONT VOTE. I was happy to see the money go to a great 
cause regardless of some of the brainwashed assholes who shelled it out. 
Thankfully, 99% of the audience was there to ralry support for an 
organization they were passionate about. It was a memorable evening! 

To kick off the event, Lingua Franca traveled from Flint to 
show their support The all male trio was greeted by the faithful early 
birds. Other acts to support MARAL were The Elevations, The Avatars 
and The Rants (and HOLY SHIT The Rants were amazing!). The 
hcadliner was Broadzilta- kick ass ladies who are thankfully politically 
involved. The event raised about $1000 for Planned Parenthood and 
many people signed up as new members for the organization, 

I went to The March for Women's Lives in D C and I'm in 
The Avatars, so I was thrilled to be part of the benefit Bui even now I 
have a lot of friends give me shit about my involvement with Pro Choice 
rallies/benefits, "What are you trying to protect? Abortion is legal. Relax 
already!" So I'm gonna to go off here, I dont want to insult anyone's 
intelligence, but WE ARE THE MAJORITY and we do have a fight on 
our hands. Especially if that Fascist War Pig rigs another election. 

Although we are supposedly a country that separates Church 
from State, the Religious Right wants to dictate our reproductive rights as 
women, and if you think this begins and ends with abortion, men you're 
w r o n |" 

"The Conscious Clause" has lead to a severe attack on emergency 
contraception and even the standard birth control pill. This clause, passed 
by Congress, protects a pharmacist's right to DENY women of the Birth 
Control Pill, if the pharmacist is morally against abortion. Don't forget, 
millions of Americans believe mat life begins at conception and that the 
birth control pill 'kills 1 potential babies Some of those Americans are 
pharmacists who control the distribution of contraception. For millions of 
women who Jive in rural parts of America and have aeon* to only ONE 
pharmacy, mis is a threatening reality. Rape victims are walking into 
pharmacies where they are scoffed at and denied the right to control a 
possible pregnancy. Women suffering from cervical cancer who depend 
on the birth control pill to regulate their menstrual cycles are being turned 
away. Please research this clause if you are a woman and find out which 
local pharmacies abide by this clause. Luckily, we live in a part of the 
country where we can have choices in which pharmacy to get medication, 
but millions of American woman are affected by this clause on a daily 
basis. 

Planned Parenthood is losing more and more funding as days 
go by. With 40+ million people who do not have health care, small 
medical offices such as Planned Parenthood are the only options for 
millions of women who need basic exams that they can afford. 

I have a congenital heart condition that I was bom with. I had 
my first open heart surgery at the age of 3, and have had numerous 
surgeries since. Due to this condition, I have been dropped by insurance 
companies over and over again throughout my life due to a "Pre Existing 
Clause." Now this is completely legal. Currently, I am in financial ruin 
due to an emergency open-heart surgery that 1 had from heart attacks that 
should have been prevented, had I the insurance needed to sec a cardiolo- 
gist I am one of millions of women who are completely dependent on the 
medical staff of Planned Parenthood. Other man providing the community 
with health education, abortion options and contraception, they also 
provide crucial medical exams and procedures. 

Many states are considering preposterous anti-abortion tactics 
that reflect the conservative administration controlling our country right 
now, A bill was introduced to the Oklahoma Legislature that would 
require a woman considering an abortion to obtain a death warrant. This 
would essentially prohibit a physician from performing the abortion. 
Some states have considered bills that would require a woman to obtain 
permission from a judge before getting an abortion. The bills are generally 
vetoed, but every month such bills are introduced to Congress. Along with 
"The Conscious Clause," these actions contribute to the notion that life 
begins at conception. 



I could go on and on. If you are intelligent enough to pick up 4 Bad Ideas* 
then chances are you are a progressive individual, registered to vote and 
ready to empower your views this November. See you next issue. 




I'm thinking about terrorism. I'm thinking about how anarchist 
protesting is written off so easily by the media. I'm thinking about what I 
heard on NPRon my way home from work. Apparently, a radio journalist 
had been seeking a real anarchist to interview. Many people pointed him 
towards people whom they thought might be anarchists, and the reasons 
why they thought this might be the case. They sorted through the masses 
and speculated that people wearing black might be anarchists. They wear 
a lot of black. They gestured to a man playing what they referred to as a 
bongo drum, saying that anarchists like music, there fore he might be one. 
How silly. Yes, you can always spot an anarchist because those folks like 
music. Yessir, music-loving is a symptom of festering anarchistic tenden- 
cies. The one individual they found to interview made some less-then- 
admirable statements about "freedom, man." They journalist proceeded to 
ridicule the whole notion of refusal to work for the man/ I am thinking 
now about bow he referred to violent protesters such as the Seattle protests 
of our recent past. He was also beginning to draw links between that series 
of events, and the protesters swarming towards the Republican national 
convention. 

I am thinking again about terrorism. I am thinking about the Boston 
Tea Party. 1 am thinking about how our media and political officials refer 
to Iraqi citizens who oppose the occupation, I am thinking about how 
parallel I see this war to the American War For Independence. 

When people had settled on the continent I am Irving on presently, 
there were other people here who at first welcomed the newcomers. The 
Europeans soon began to overwhelm the land, much the way they had in 
Europe. They soon shoved the Native peoples across the land and nearly 
committed genocide in the process. The natives fought back for their own 
homeland, but as an un- united minority, they were ultimately overtaken. 
All the while, Britain was sending more and more people, and trying then- 
very best to maintain English law in the settlements. The settlers resented 
their oppression and fought back with every ounce of their power. They 
wanted nothing more than to be their own sovereign nation (ironically, 
given their treatment of the Natives, but I digress), and they burned ship in 
the harbor, killed redcoats, and committed acts that might now be labeled 
terrorism. Today, we have elevated their actions to a status of unparal- 
leled heroism. At mat time, England maintained that the settlers were 
fallig into lawless, unruly chaos, and acted as though they were necessary 
for maintaining order, Jt kept them wealthy, 

Fast forward to the present, when we are at war with Iraq. Our 
leaders arc calling them terrorists when the local people try to rise up. 
They bad made comments that echo Great Britain, about how 4 it appears 
that the terrorists are camouflaging themselves as citizens, going out to 
commit their acts of terror, only to melt back into the civilian masses/ 
Hmm [his appears to me that *DUH (pardon the juvenile expression, but 
this is realty a very obvious realization)- the Iraqi people themselves are 
the ones who want us out. They have organized to try to get us to leave 
Before the war, they wanted our cultural influences out, as they feel it is 
corrupting their youth (a concept I can empathize with) and destroying 
their way of living slowly. Now, as we rebuild 1 Iraq, our TV stations and 
big business executives are buying rights to their airwaves, as well as 
laying the groundwork for setting up to conduct other business there as 
well. It's much like the carpet-baggers at the end of the Civil War, and the 
people buying up land in Metro Detroit. They are taking advantage of the 
low prices due to mass devastation in and area sure to regrow and thrive 
in the near future. Our government continues to extend our stay there, 
despite the mounting casualties and growing resentment of the people in 
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Iraq, i am thinking now thai what they cali terrorism is mora closely 
related to what 1 call a fight for freedom. Our way is NOT the only way 
Tbey only want to be their own sovereign nation. The longer we impose 
upon them, the greater me hatred. The more our government and media 
move to assimilate them, the mora 'terror 1 we are likely to experience. It 
is a part of our constitution to overthrow the government by any means 
necessary if it is the will of the people. When people are moved to 
violence, it is most commonly a last resort, and where it is so prevalent, it 
should be taken as a BOLD message to leave sleeping dogs lie. 

No, I do not agree with the role that women play in much of that 
country, nor do I agree with their treatment. However, this is soil a 
widespread problem in the U.S. as well, and one which will not be fixed 
by a violent, foreign government's intervention. It is changed through 
education and time. No, Saddam should not have been allowed to reign, 
however, there is such a thing as a Secret Service. An organization 
designed and trained for missions requiring such stealth. Another thing 
that could have been done was government encouragement towards the 
Iraqi people to organize their own uprising as the U.S. has done with other 
nations in the past. 

My hope is that our leaders can make the realization that the 
preventative measure is often the provocative measure in many matters, 
and most devastatingly in matters of national security. It works the same 
way here. The more the government cracks down on its people in an 
attempt to sanitize it, the more Ihcy infringe upon our freedoms. The more 
they infringe upon our freedoms, the more the people become restless. The 
tighter the collar, the more vigorous the struggle to get it off We need to 
leave Iraq. Our leaders need to be made aware of mis. They need to know 
what we are thinking for them to do as we would have them. Contact your 
state representative. VOTE, If you don't use your rights, you lose your 
rights. People die fighting for that right, to make their government work 
for them. Don't waste it thinking that nothing you do matters. One is a 
powerful number. "Be the change you wish to see in the world" Your 
actions influence your peers. Vote and they will follow. They vote, and 
others will follow. A wave of electing power pushes to way into the 
electoral tide. V-O-T-El 

Also, to add to my previous article, when you are in a position 
where you simply cannot reach the human in the uniform, you can always 
ask for their badge number/officer identification number. They must, by 
law, provide you with this information If they refuse, pay attention to 
their appearance, license plate number, and manners of speech so that you 
may file a complaint after the incident has passed Good oops don't want 
bad cops making their job harder, so someone will appreciate your 
information. 

That is my Bad Idea for this issue, 
[Editor's Note; Brooke wrote two columns this month. IVc been 
agonizing ob just how the fork t make this work, They're both per- 
tinent to the time yet not to each other* OCD make my life rough. 
After a ton of twitching, that 1 couldn't go through without telling 
yon aO about it, I've settled on the simple solution of just patting 
one after the other. So, here's the other one, it was entitled 
"Leaving the Nothing*. Thanks for you're time, sorry for the inter- 
ruption,! 

Leaving the Nothing 

I don't really know where to begin. 1 don't even know how to 
answer this. Why did 1 leave The Nothing? 1 have answered this to the 
best of my ability, but 1 know 1 cannot begin to correct all of the 
misinterpretations and misconceptions that have arisen, despite my efforts, 
[just did an interview with Josh yesterday, and even as I was putting my 
seat belt on, I was already realizing how some of the things I even said to 
him could be misconstrued in a way 1 did not at all intend, I also feel that 
no matter how I explain myself, the answer is not going to satisfy 
everyone. When is it appropriate to leave a band? When is it appropriate 
to end a itHationshhp? When is it appropriate to leave one's job? It's 
simpler to answer the latter two of these questions. No one wants to 
continue a job they are not satisfied with. It could be due to the people, the 
labor load, the money, or a random list of other things, like proximity 
from one's residence. Employers shall continue to need the work com- 
pleted, and don't like people to leave Does anyone have to ask permission 
to leave their job? When what seemed like small, forgivable differences in 
the beginning of a relationship become overwhelming, or when someone 
falls out of love, or needs more solitude, or meets someone else, or moves, 
or becomes bored, one partner ends the relationship. The other (usually) 



still wants to continue. Hie love is still there in their heart Should the 
person leaving ask permission to do so? 

A band is mote complex, still. It is a part of three worlds. 
There is a deep rebtionship among the members. It is a lot of work. It is 
also a creative collaboration bom out of passion and inspiration. When is 
it okay to stop participating? Musk isn't like a painting or a sculpture. 
When either of those is complete, me project is over. Parties can collabo- 
rate again if they so choose, but there is no obligation. With musk, when 
Is there a point when one can stop? After mis one song is done? While that 
one is being written, another is beginning. After tins album? But what is 
the timeframe? After this one show? But someone wants you to do Just 
one more. What reason will justify the decision to leave in the eyes of 
everyone it will affect? How does one break the news to everyone in the 
right way? A letter? In person? On the phone? Silent abandonment? A 
group talk? I gave this months of consideration. Should I have asked the 
Ann Arbor music scene for permission to leave the band? The way 
everyone is acting towards me, I feet as though everyone thinks I should 
have. I also feel as though it is never okay to leave one's band, hi the eyes 
of the public. Please rernember that this is my perspective. It isn't likely (I 
hope) that everyone thinks this, but it certainly seems that people are 
acting very rudely towards roe, and it appears to be because it isn't okay 
that 1 wanted out. 




You see, there's this thing that happens, TIL explain. People 
move and 1 ask them "Why?" Now, what Vm looking for in a "good" 
answer if something to the effect of 1% gc^ go to school out there. 
Yeah they got mis really good prog^ yada, yada, yac^ 
got this awesome job doin' this thing that only I can do or whatnot and so 
forth" or even "Well, that's where I'm from and my family is out there,.." 
That aorta thing. But, more often man not, 1 get (his little number: *Tm 
movhV to (insert fency town you've heard of here) cuz they got this 
awesome scene out mere where they do this thing and thai thing and 1 
really wanna be a part of that" They always have some example of some 
sorta awesome happening that goes on in this town that makes it so 
appealing. 

This one guy moved to Boston cuz tbey got this menace 
board where all the kids can get together and everybody knows what's 
happening in respects to snows and protests and such. He said it was a 
realty cool scene and everybody is really active and junk. I thought to 
myself "Why the ruck don't you just do that here?" 

This one girl said she was movin' out to fuckaV Seattle or 
Otympia or something, cuz they put on Generator Shows all the time and 
every body comes out to see them and it's all fun and junk. Once again, 1 
found myself thinking "Why can t you just fiicktn" do that here?" 

This one guy moved away cuz all the local businesses were 
being replaced by national chains and franchises and it just "Wasn't the 
same". This time I found myself thinking "Well, now you can move to a 
different city where the same thing is happening, but you just won't know 
the difference, having never known what it used to be like." 

The common thread among these people is the idea that 
"Nothing is going on around here" or "Nobody's doing anything around 
here". I fed like saying "Sorry you're not being entertained: Maybe they 
can help you over there. Now beat ttl Who needs ya, air/way?!" I know 
it's shitty to be like that, but for tuck's sake, make it happenl 1 guarantee 
you're gonna bitch in that town, sooner or later, cuz the grass is always 
greener on be other side 

I feel like I really gotta give major props to Josh Redd. That 
kid is so damn motivated} Til have what he's having, 1 swear that I 
couldn't count the times that Tve sat around with that kid and just started 
talkin' shit about doin' this awesome thing or makin' that awesome thing 
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happen. It always starts out with "Yeah, we should totally do this..* And 
when it's said, it's all bullshit, but Josh just seems to think of the 
possibilities and sooner or later, ft gets fleshed out into something you're 
gonna do tomorrow, 

Take for example, the time we went out to Kalamazoo to 
throw Jell-O at the Dead Kennedys. Josh and I were just sirim' at the 
Fleetwood, gripra' about what a hunch of horseshit it was that Dead 
Kennedys were com in' around replacing Jetlo Biafra with some scab 
singer, the kid from television's "The Courtship of Eddie's Father" 
co-starring the late BUI Bixby Through the course of the conversation, we 
were kinds completing each other's thoughts, like 1 said something to the 
effect of "1 just wanna go mere and throw beer bottles at them or 
sometning" And Josh was all "Yeah, but it's not like 1 wanna hurt 4 em or 
anything, maybe just something messy And I was all "Yeah, just to get 
my 2 cents in, to disrupt the whole thing, like a monkey wrench in the 
works," And then Josh was all "Like throwing Jell-O at them or some- 
thing." It took a second to realize what was just said. Then we both just 
looked at each other, alt wide-eyed as the pun hit us at the same time. It 
was fucking perfect! 

The show was a week away, so I left the Fleetwood all 
psyched and went to the store and bought a couple packages of Jell-O. 
The plan seemed simple: you go to the show and throw Jell-O at the 
tuckers As the day grew closer, 1 began to feel bogged down with the 
details: 

* The show in Detroit would cost $30. 

* How the fuck were we gonna get Jell-O into a club? 

* Some Detroit bouncer's gonna kick our asses. 

* Jdt-O's gotta be refrigerated for awhile and shit. 
M m R-CKIV LAZY! 

It just started to seem like a lotta bullshit to go through. Did I 
mention that f was fuckin* lazy? We came up with the plan that we'd go 
to the K-zoo show at Club Soda. It was only $15 and Club Soda fuckin 
sucks anyway. Otterpop, our bass player from Axis of Evil, was gonna 
come with us and video tape the whole thing, for posterity, I talked to Josh 
the day before and I was ail "I dunno, it sounds funny and all, but it seems 
Itke a big hassle and I'm all lazy and crap and I d have to make i el 1-0 
tonight and all that garbage." And he was basically all "No, we got to. 
Just go home and make the Jell-O, then go to bed. It'll be awesome; 1 And 
l was all "Fine, fuck you." And I went home and made the Jell-O. 

I woke up the next day and bitched about getting up and 
moving around. We piled into the van and took off for K-zoo really 
fuckin ' early, like 3pm or something. I work in a bar, so that's 8am for 
straight people. To make a long story short. Josh's ability to take the big 
picture and break into small conquerable pieces made it easy, it really was 
easy, anybody could see that but that was just my mind-set at the time 
Trying to remember the way I was back then is pretty funny; all lazy and 
shit. 

Now, all I gotta say is that doing that was one of the best 
things I've ever done. That's the thing 1 think about that motivates me to 
do things when I think that I have a good idea that sounds like a hassle to 
get together. 

Punk Week was 2 months later and now nothing seems 
impossible. Since then, I try to get involved and help everybody that I can, 
pull off outlandish shit, and I feel better about myself every time it all 
comes together. Like this fuck in T magazine, it sounded like a pipe-dream 
when I first heard about it. Now this is the fourth issue and it's still going. 
Most of the time it T s by the skin of our teeth, but it happens. 

After 3 Punk Weeks. 3 issues of Bad Ideas and 3 non-Punk 
Week affiliated generator shows, mat I've been involved with (not to 
mention all the stuff that everyone else has been pulling off), I can't 
imagine not being motivated enough to do shit, that Td go move in search 
of some better scene. We now have three houses (that I know of) that have 
regular shows - Totally Awesome house, Bad Idea house and Rad Art 
house. It's like 1996 all over again. And people wanna leave so someone 1 
else can build their scene for them. Buncha lazy, fuckin' deserters] 

Get involved t Don't rest on the feet that you've come up with 
a good idea, make it happen. Punk Week is supposed to be a lesson that 
it's so fuckin' easy to do shit and that there are so many people that are 
willing to help. I got a van, a PA, some bolt-cutters and a video camera- 
How can I help you? Josh has a house, a generator and some micro- 
phones. Give him a call. We all got gumption, you want some? Don't sit 
around and bitch about what you don't like, get up and make whatever 



you want to happen happen. 

[ really feel that unless you are gonna get up off your ass and 
do something better than whatever it is you're grtpin' about then you just 
took like an asshole. And forthennore. until you lift one fuck ing finger to 
do something better, after you've already bitched, you are an asshole 




The fallowing is an account of a night I worked this job in 
Ann Arbor It combines present tense writing with past tense. Or vice 
versa, (arrogant laughter)Ha ha! 

I acquired said Job roughly one month before moving out 
here to Seattle, where I've been for about two weeks, as of yesterday, 
which was the... T 1 . Or maybe not the f , but definitely it was Friday. 
That was the two-week marker. 1 miss Ann Arbor about this much (one 
centimeter). The coolest thing about the city, as far as I'm concerned, 
is the Bad Idea. It's the closest thing to a scene in a (own with a 
dwindling rock scene and indie status. The punks are holding the place 
together. 

Thanks for reading. 

PS. My email is at the bottom of this column. I welcome 
comments, if you think I'm important enough to comment on. 
Hot Dog Chronicles, Part 1: Character Actors 

Cop I pulls up to S to 11 ha us Used Furniture, where I was 
directly across the street. Aesthetically considering the place as a whole, 
the "Bush/Cheney '04" flyer in the store window is most striking to me. 
A section of the sidewalk is a driveway to Stollhaus' parking lot, so half 
the police car is in the parking lot. just enough to get it off the street. Cop 
I must not have seen the stream of walking people he was inhibiting with 
his hit ass sedan. He gets out of bis car and walks to the door, slow, 
shoulders stift stare watchful Knocking with the knuckle of his right 
index finger, keeping the rest of his hand clenched into a loose sort of fist, 
he turns away and looks skyward. Moments later, Drunkard appears out 
of the opening doorway. His speech is loud, slurred, and angry, as per 
usual. The fishing slogan-adorned baseball cap, mustache, yuppie shorn, 
shoes and l-shirt, and unapologetie, vulgar alcoholism, all seemed to be 
bricks to a certain facade. Piece it together and the result are many, but 
not all, * Bush/Cheney " supporters. More specifically, these bricks are the 
backbone of Ann Arbor's liberal reputation. 

The two men are engaged in a semi-heated argument about 
where people or their cars may be in order for Drunkard to come out of his 
shop and command, "Get off my property ! " Neither of the two lose their 
heads, but the cop has a rough time keeping up with this confrontational 
guy. I near Cop 1 nicely ask /Is the sidewalk your property?" two times, 
before Drunkard admitted that it isn't. At one point Drunkard notices me 
looking over, and I smile and wave just to piss him off It works perfectly', 
of course. 

Distracted, he points to me and relays to Cop 1 that I went 
over to his parking lot to take a piss last week. He had shoed me away, 
after 1 had my dick out and was in position and everything, 14 What did I 
do to incur this wrath?" I had queried, after being told I would have the 
cops called on me. Though 1 refuse to take any alcoholic republican 
seriously, he managed to prompt a response from me, 

Somehow this guy manages to anger every person he con- 
fronts in his parking lot Perhaps it is thai he confronts every person in his 
parking lot. Old men on their porches being senile towards kids are 
excusable. Drunkard's methods are the same, but inexcusable. He shows 
mercy to no one, regardless of gender, skin color or age. Last week I saw 
a Venezuelan family, a man, woman, and baby, sitting in their car in 
Stollhaus' parking lot. Apparently, they were watching the passing train, 
showing it to their daughter. Naturally, Drunkard storms out with his 
spiel, and they drive away. Later, they were talking to me, buying what I 
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had to offer, during which 1 commented on Drunkard's lack of manners. 
They told me be had alcohol on his breath. The man of the family 
eventually works himself up enough to cross the street and knock on 
Stollhaus* door. The idea was to give Drunkard a piece of his mind, and 
very possibly get rough with htm, much to his wife's chagrin. They did 
not fight, of course, and the man came back across the street, unscathed, 
to rejoin his family. I thought it was all pretty dumb. Drunkard is legally 
airtight in terms of his having a right to do this, which is how he wins 
these fights. Apparently he has gone too far this week by yelling at people 
on the sidewalk. 

Five or ten minutes into their conversation, it appears that now 
Drunkard wants to do the talking, but not about anything pressing. Cop 1 
is trying to walk away without being rude. It was quite humorous, seeing 
the tables turned. Attempting to walk over to the driver's side door, Cop 
I only makes it to the back of the car before turning around to nice mis 
following windbag Before long Cop 1 was in his car, but Drunkard was 
leaning into the driver's side window, still keeping up conversation. After 
about ten or twenty more minutes. Drunkard is now kneeling down next 
to the police car, like a disease. The scene was turning pathetic, what was 
once Cop 1 's duly now turned polite social responsibility. He is unable to 
do his job because of this flicker who is semi aware of what he is doing. 
Then some customers show up, and we begin conversation. My back is 
turned when I notice flashing lights. Cop 1 finally has a chance to drive 
away. Duty calls. 

As the evening progresses, sales pick up. My tip jar bulges. 
In feet, there was one guy who gave me a 25% tip, the beat I've ever 
received doing this job, I saw him twice. The first time, he was with four 
other friends. All rive were in their mid thirties and tipsy, desirous hunger 
overtaking them as they stopped to get a look at my wares, A couple of 
younger men were there before the five, also drunk as skunks One of 
them was hitting on a young lady, who 1 remember was dressed like a 
hooch, but 1 can't remember if she was with htm or just walking by* She 
walks away, and the two continue to say and do things they would not say 
and do if they were sober. It is not uncommon for me to are drunken guys 
shamelessly hitting on girls as they walk by. I say; if you've got nothing 
to do with the girl , leave her alone. 

We make our transaction of money for food and the two go 
their merry way The waiting five approach me, In the midst of nor 
interaction, one or two of them start tucking with me by asking me stupid 
questions about the hot dogs. It was very fucking enjoyable. By the 
responses 1 gave, I am to assume one of the other three enjoyed them, 
cause he laughed with his chest out, and said, "I like mis kid, he's a good 
kid." He seems Like an all right guy who says asinine things. 1 only half 
hid my slight disgust for his having to point out my age as if it meant 
young people are inferior to those of his age and wisdom. Shrugging my 
shoulders, averring my eyes, smiling, and saying, "Ok," the effect of his 
encouragement quickly wares off After all, he had shown me more 
respect than his friends by acknowledging my existence as a person, rather 
than as a guy who gets them food And, he was sticking up for me. 

One lucky cab wis soon to pick these boys up, and off they 
ran, late. It was now very quiet on the corner of Liberty and First, with 
only a couple of people outside. A few pass by, perhaps beading for the 
Millennium Club, or the Blind Pig, or maybe just walking home. 1 look 
over to Stollhaus and see Drunkard talking with Cop 2, who had pulled 
into the parking lot and was hiding under the shadow of the store, out of 
anyone's direct line of sight, including traffic. He eluded me completely, 
which probably meant he was good. His car freed me, and was farther 
away than Cop I s, in the back comer of the lot Like before, Drunkard 
was kneeling next to the driver's side door, keeping up bullshit conversa- 
tion with Cop 2. He did not much look like talking, but was unsure of 
how to deal with mis Drunkard. He probably came just to keep an eye on 
Drunkard. I feel safe, having so much police presence around me. All 
I'm saying is that if I see a knife or a gun, l*m not dying for any hot dog 
vendors. 

Watching the conversation between Cop 2 and Drunkard, I 
hear the sound of running behind me. It's Mr. Asinine, coming back to 
get five more hot dogs. At that moment, none were folly cooked, so he 
said he would wait for them. We start talking, and he does something 
very funny, 1 comment on the two kids who were buying hot dogs before 
him, fifteen minutes ago when he and his friends bought me out We all 
saw that the two were drunk and disorderly, almost harassing mat girl. 
Mr, Asinine says something like, w l may have had to ruck mem up," 



smiling a mock-bashful smile, very disgusting like. Anyone can see 
through t show-on 1 play along, and say that he looks a bit stronger than 
mem. He looked like a sk inny guy who managed to bulk himself up. It 
is a shame that he laughs a disgusting little snort, with that smile mat says, 
Tome on, you know chicks dig me.* He pulls back his sleeve, flexes his 
bieep, and, with the snort, says, u Well " I tried very much not to laugh, or 
to give myself pause to think about this, so 1 just averted my eyes tike 
before and flipped the dogs. He reproaches, "I wouldn't want to, but 1 
would" Somewhere in our conversation, he Later tells me that the 
meaning of life is to be kind to people. 

Finally his hot dogs are done and he says something about 
wanting to tip me, and 1 ask, "Didn't you tip me before?" 

"Yeah, I threw a five in there for ya." That surprises me. 
Pause, shuffling money. "And here's mis," He lays a twenty in my hand 
I am more surprised, and be mns off The only reason I received this, my 
largest tip yet, is that this guy honestly operates under the idea that it is a 
kind gesture to give money to people he enjoys or respects, when it is, 
again, a way for him to showofi^ to exercise his monetary superiority over 
the poor. Displaying his bulk is a way for him to show his superiority 
over the skinny. His insecurity causes htm to show the club world, and 
those surrounding it, his superiority in as many ways as possible. People 
like friends with cash, and those with cash can rule any place they go, 
Apparently it does not matter to him that the crowd he's showing all this 
to is half his age, Mr, Astnine essentially paid $32,50 for five hot small 
hot dogs He is a facade of a man, operating under false rules. 

But he gave me some money, so 1 do not mind his fallacies as 
much as I would have you believe. Lights dash behind me as 1 watch Mr 
Asinine run away to catch the cab he was late for twenty minutes ago. 
Cop 2 pulls out. Duty calls. 
-Glenn Smith 

constantrem i xf^hotnia il . com 




So by now Punk Week is long over, and everything pretty 
much went of without a hitch. The shows and events that 1 was able to 
participate in were relatively well organized, entertaining, and some even 
downright inspiring. But mere's still so much more we can do. So much 
more we NEED to do. 

For those few readers not "Punk Rock" enough to know what 
Punk Week is, allow me to htppen you. Three years ago this summer, a 
bunch of people from our community put together a series of mostly free, 
mostly outdoor activities and concerts under me nominally restrictive 
banner of Punk Week. The first annual Punk Week featured some pretty 
decent generator shows with a few good touring bands and local acts, but 
was predominately attended by a bunch of elitist, dirtier4han-thou, out of 
town crust punks, who wouldn't even look you the eye if you didn't have 
dreadlocks and smell lure you hadn't showered, changed your clothes or 
brushed your teeth in the last year. It's not that I didn't try to be friendly. 
On the day of the first generator show under the bridge I came upon a 
procession of about twenty or thirty ofthese kids who seemed to be on the 
way ikre. Since 1 was unsure of the exact location, 1 asked them where 
foe show was and how to get there. The only response 1 received were 
aloof stares, That's only one example of the kind of attitude 1 observed 
that year, and I know I'm not the only one who saw this. This kinds 
soured me whole experience for me, and 1 came away generally disgusted. 

The second one I don't remember too well 1 don't think there 
were too many snows, but 1 seem to recall a prcrjonderance of playground 
games and craft workshops. That's all fine and good, but none of it really 
piqued my interest. But maybe the last years experience had kmd of 
turned me off to the whole thing. So that's probably why 1 wasn't around 
for most of it 



i I 



Columns 



This year things seemed diHerent. There weren't quite as 
many travelers as before, but that's okay because the few that were 
around were alt pretty cool, or at least friendly. There were so many 
shows going oil that there was no way I could go to them all. And the 
somewhat less artistic activities were limited to a few tun things like 
kickbell and the decidedly low brow beer bunt (where t held the top score 
ofan 18-pack! Eat h, ya bastards!) And this was the first time I'd gotten 
to see or participate in the travelling generator show, which nearly 
brought tears to my eyes. 

The concept is this: a few bands play for a few minutes at a 
few locations around oVwntown Ann Arbor, with all the equipment and a 
generator being driven around in a pickup truck. The first few sets by the 
Teeth, Bairtha Fodder, Hairy Drain Babies, and Kick Like Crazy were all 
great, but it was the last set mat was truly remarkable. The band was 
clearly thrown together at the last minute, comprised of some members of 
the previous bands, and frankly sucked ass. I can't even remember the 
name of it. But that really didn't matter. What happened in mat alley 
way was simply awesome. As they played, me doors on the backs of the 
buildings started opening, and soon workers at the businesses, curious 
passersby, people from all walks of lite stood at rapt attention with looks 
of delight and wonder on their feces, because someone had decided to 
come along and play music, all for THEM I But this doesn't have to 
happen once a year. 

What I propose is this: As weather perniJts(like starting next 
spring maybe), stage a free weekly outdoor shows, probably at one of our 
public parks. 1 Ve learned that it costs about $80 to turn on the power and 
"renf* out the bandsheU at West Park, We could cut out a significant 
portion of this cost by using a generator. Gallup Pari could be another 
option, and it's farther away from residential neighbors who might 
complain about ell the "noise*. 

Also, I've heard several accounts Ml year of people feeling 
discouraged from attending Punk Week events because of the oame alone. 
They felt they weren't "Punk" enough to participate, whatever the tuck 
that means. It's really sad when a scene that's supposed to be about 
including all (hose who feci disenfranchised by Bainstream society be- 
comes just another elitist, exclusive social clofc It really pisses me of£ 
whether intentional or not I know punk doea't have to be a restrictive 
genre or whatever. It should be whatever the fafc you want it to be. But 
still, peoples perceptions are what they are, and i'l largely a result of the 
kind of behavior exhibited by some the "paitidpaBftT at the first punk 
week. Plus I thi nk the name's just kinda goofy sounding, a*d not terribly 
creative. V suggest calling it the People's Week, because that* s really 
what this should all be about 

But, 1 m sure someone can come up with something better 
than that So when you do, or if you have any questions, comments, 
ideas or suggestions about my proposals, feel free to call me any time on 
my Official Punk Rock Cellular Phone at (734) 355-0979. Later. 




Gather round kids, for I, me old ass hermit from on top of the 
hill, have taken it upon myself to climb down and blather on ceaselessly 
about what shit was like "back in the day* * before I had a band, before 1 
ever had a drug or a drink r before I was old, before 1 said "I was punk 
before you were bom* 1 (except back then it was a joke), Now in many 
cases it's true (except I keep that to myself). 1 was bom when Elvis was 
still touring, Bruce Lee was still making movies, and Eve! Knievel was 
still jumping motorcycles over shit But one of the things I can remember 
most about being a kid was feeling rock and roll run roughshod through 
my system, I wanted to grow up and he rock and roll, somehow, 
someway, I wanted to wear a leather jacket like Fonzte, and be onstage 
like Leather Tuscadero. 



I don! recall the first thne I ever heard the word punk or saw 
a "punk rocker*. There were several instances in my elementary school 
existence. One was watching a news program with a segment on punk. 
There were all these people with crazy hair and outfits at a party eating 
meat off of a rope, and they had a bowl of jello with a baby doll in the 
center of it. Some had wrap-around shades on. Which people would later 
refer to as "punk glasses". My parents were a palled, but 1 thought it was 
pretty a wesomei 1 wanted to eat meat off of rope. It seemed like a cool 
thing to do. 

Around the same time, 1 was with my Grandma at the Am 
Arbor art fair when I saw a guy in a leather jacket full of chains and studs, 
with a large colored mohawk. Memory is funny I couldn't tell you 
weather it was red, green, blue, whatever. Or if be had round studs, 
pyramids, or spikes. All 1 clearly remember was thinking that be had 
figured out the coolest way that anyone could be. And as soon as 1 could 
figure out how to look like that and be like that, I was going to go bead 
long into it without looking back. I looked at him as a wide-eyed (as wide 
as they could open) elementary schooler feeling like a prisoner of an outfit 
purchased at Sears. 

A little while later, my best friend's Dad moved across the 
street from my Grandma's place. I had been relocated to Milan, Where I 
lived on a dirt road with three other houses and no other kids for miles. So 
on the weekends I would stay at my Grandma* in Ann Arbor. She lived in 
my old neighborhood where all my close friends and now my best friend 
would be on the weekends. My Grandma was one of die first people in 
Ann Arbor and probably in the country to have a new thing called cable 
tv. 

There was a movie channel that played the sort of movies that 
could act on cable in those days; a few mainstream films and a lot of 
weird B-movie filler. One day my friend and I watched a film called 
"Rook and Roll High School" Back then, the movie channel would play 
only one or two movies a day, and they would repeat tt all day and ail 
night long. So we watched this film starring one of the most awesome 
bands we had ever seen (it was hard to compete with Kiss back men) and 
it blew our rucking minds At the end of the movie one of us, I think it was 
me but Ym not sure, said "that was soooooo cool. Wouldn't it be cool if the 
Ramones were a real band?" 
Etd of Parti 
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in your ra cords, 
on your flyers, 
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^ Brooke and Adam talk about breaking up the 



On the off chance that you haven't heard already, one of Ann Arbors most admired 
bands The Nothing are calling it quits this fall The rumor mill is working overtime, and 
Tve heard everything from "sexual tensions in the band" to f not getting signed by a 
major label" as reasons for the band breaking up. The one true thing is that the split was 
initiated by keyboardist Brooke Harrison, and guitarist Adam Monette. I decided to skip 
the rumors and ask the source. I interviewed Brooke and Adam at the bad idea October 
1 0 th . Interview by Josh Redd S . 



I asked them right away why they were breaking up the 
w .,.For a number of reasons," Brooke said, U I think I just needed a 
really, really big change in my life. And that's not the only thing I had to 
change in my life, the other is my job t and the other one is my residents 
within the state of Michigan." 
"So basically you're changing every thing?* 
" Yeah," 

I wanted to know what they were doing next, what's after the Nothing, 
and why all the change. The both looked at each other. 
"Should we tell him?*' Brooke asked Adam. 
"Yeah. Why not" He said. 

"We're getting Married in June." She says. "We also have to move in 
four months and then we have to move again six moths after that There's 
just a million things that require lots of planning by themselves and all of 
it put together within less than a year. . . " 

I congratulated them, and asked about the moves. They're lease in 
Ann Arbor runs out in four months and they want to stay in town for their 
wedding and to get ready for their big move. Turns out they're both 
planning on going back to school, in Arizona. Adam plans on studying 
Art and Business, while Brooke will be going into Art and Education. 
"I'm thinking about getting a job as an art teacher in a junior high.** 
About her facial tattoos, Brooke says she hopes it will help, or at least 
□ot hurt, in her ability to relate to kids. I know what she means, being an 
ex punk rock teacher I know that kids could care less, but gettingjt past the 
administration and the parents is the hard part. I hope it works and wish 
my art teacher had tattoos on her face. 

"About the Nothing?" I'm wondering i£ besides being insanely busy 
there's anything else that brought about the split 

*Part of it was the pressure to come up with new martial..." Brooke 
explains that early on when she started playing with members of the 
Nothing but before the band, she thought she go with it for a while. 
* But ultimately, I didn't want to do that as art" She'd reminisced an 
old discussion she'd had. M ...When it stops being fun, it's time to stop 
playing." And for Brooke and Adam, the Nothing was slowly becoming 
less and less fun. 

" It was a hard decision." Adam says. One they'd been thinking about 
since June. They decided to ride out the summer and see if it could once 
again become as fun as it was when they started. It didn't 

u I guess you could kina relate it to getting high..." She laughs and 
wonders if that's the most appropriate analogy. "... like, the first couple 
times are really great and then..." 

" Are you happy that you did the Nothing?" I wonder. They say they 
are. That they'd learned a lot about culture, a lot about people, and a lot 
about music, and the difference between bar bands and punk bands. 





w There's a certain amount of pretentiousness," Brooke says about bar 
bands. " They don't have each others backs, as bands. They're very career 
and goal oriented. Where as the punk rock culture is more like, kinda a big 
party, everybody's having a good time..." 
j 1 asked them if they where going to continue playing music. 
. Adam replied, " I'm still playing guitar, writing songs some..." 
J 14 It's defiantly more like how it was before the Nothing," Brooke f 
*1 explains, " kinda tinkering with it when I can..," 
^ I tell them I've heard rumors about a last show, and possibly a CD 
release. 

44 1 think, it's November sixth, at the Neutral Zone. I've got that day 
off work" m 

And about the CD's, they tell me that they are hoping they can get it ■ 
done by then. ■ 

"Anything else you want to say about the demise of the Nothing?" I l| 
Ask. ( J 

"Sorry f" They go on to tell me again about how hard of a decision it J 
was to end the band. How it was just one more thing that had to go as 
they've each begun to change the direction of their lives. And now, have J 
to figure out how to spend there time together as partners in life, instead of M 
band mates, j u 

About that major label rumor. Brooke laughs as she tells me it wasn't ■ 
narrowed down to major labels, just any record label, ■ 

"If we'd been able to get paid to play music. We could have quit our ■ 
job." And had all the more time to work on the band, plan for the moves, ■ 
register for classes, plan a wedding, and feed all their dogs. For Adam and ■ 
Brooke something had to go in order for them to still function. Sadly one M 
of those things was what I thought the best band in Michigan. The 1 
Nothing will be sorely missed, but keep your ears open for "Remnants of J 
the Nothing" a band consisting of the Kevin, Ivy, and Randal the band i 1 
members left behind, corning to your basement soon. % J 

The nothing can be reached at Snapding @noiseusse. org M 









•nw« w*, awn*- 



wrest*** ^ PCV£ i 




3ft 




ronH PrtST PfcPfR. OF £*f?£rc4L 4wtt«> 3"* T**/ 



WW 



!6 



So, I sftya to Joah "This mrtlal* needs a titl** 1 and he says, after anion aonal deration, "Let's juat oall it., 




by Theresa Kiefer 




"Bad Fish. This shark, swallow you whole, A littk shakin". a link tenderizinV 
Down you go." -Quint from Jaws 

Being Chris's partner in crime means jumping into everything head 
first. Ill never forget when he (old me to pick up a bass guitar, just to see what 
happens, I'd always wanted to play bass, so J was totally into it 4 months later, I 
was in a Rock *N Roll band opening up a huge show at The Blind Pig in Ann 
Arbor. 10 months alter that we were on the road doing a Midwest lour. So it was 
only natural that on the first day of our trip I'd be on a boat, speeding through the 
cobalt blue, Pacific Ocean on my way to shark infested water. 

We had driven up to HaJeiwa. the North Shore ot'Oahu. There were 
two Captains of the boat, Captain Joe and Captain Scott. Both had stocks of 
swimming with sharks and even of being bitten by sharks, a few times. They had 
seen it all, Tiger sharks, Galapagos sharks, even Great Whites, "When youre 
down there," said Captain Scott "and you notice that all of the sharks have split, 
keep yours eyes open. That means a larger shark is approaching. A Great White 
was spotted out here two weeks ago." Nice. With the commercials running every 
10 minutes of 'Open Water,* I was already feeling a tittle apprehensive, but come 
on; I was going to be m a cage, right? 

We left the coast and drove the teeny boat out about 5 miles. Luckily, 
you could still see land The cage was already out there, anchored to the bottom of 
the ocean which was between 300-500 feet deep, Captain Scott started throwing 
bloody chum in, while Captain Joe turned on the music from 'Jaws'. Ugh, That 
sorta made me nervous, but almost right on cue, sharks appeared. Christ, that 
didn't take long at all! I looked around and at one time I counted 7 large sharks. 
They were between 10-15 ft* long, that's what the captain said anyway. I didn't 
have any idea what size they were exactly, the sharks just looked big to me. 

Captain Scott dumped an entire bucket of chum into the circling 
sharks- LET THE FEEDING FRENZY BEGIN! I stood at the edge of the boat in 
awe, watching them dart around as quickly as the eye could see. Two sharks went 
alter the same large piece of chum, colliding just above the surface* All you could 
see were two large fins convulsing against one another above the crashing waves. 
One after the other, they fell into an uncontrollable fury. The chum was driving 
them mad. 

Captain Scott pulled the cage up to the boat and told us to get in. I had 
my snorkel gear all ready to go, and Chris was by my side. Honestly, I was 
terrified. As soon as the cage fell from the boat, we floated out about 10ft. (we 
were tied to the boat). I remained floating on the surface for a few seconds, just 
checking out the shark fins all around me. Yeah, J was inside a steel cage, but it 
was still pretty intense. I started hyperventilating, but I had to maintain myself I'd 
never have this chance again. 1 put my mask on and submerged underwater. Chris 
was pointing in every direction like a kid in a candy store. Yes dear, I know that 
we are surrounded by sharks. The sharks were a lot bigger than they looked above 
water. That's the first thing that came to my mind. The width of these sharks was 



most impressive, they were like little tanks. I was honestly surprised about that 
They looked pretty big above water, but 1 was simply not prepared for the reality 
of the situation. These were some HUGE sharks? 

I had the underwater (disposable) camera, so 1 started taking pictures. 
I was shaking like leaf from the exhilaration, the cold water and from the rough 
ocean pounding me against the cage over and over again, I cant tell you how many 
times I cracked my head on the steel cage. Ouch! At one point I looked down and 
saw Chris's calves hanging out of the cage! I grabbed him and pointed at his legs. 
This is when we both looked down for the first time and realized something pretty 
fucking scary. There was not a bottom to the cage 

Oh my. There were two little bars, but that was it. When looking down, 
you could see sharks WAY down in the ocean, they looked about 4 inches long, 
then they'd shoot up with lightening speed and that little shark emerged from the 
deep as a HUGE shark. That was remarkable, but what kept these sharks from 
getting inside our cage? The more t thought about the possibilities, the fester the 
panic spread through my body. I just tried not to dwell on it, so 1 continued to look 
around and take pictures. I handed the camera over to Chris and tried to steady 
myself on the cage. Chris actually reached out once and tried to touch one of the 
sharks. What can I say about that? He's a big boy. Did he miss that part tn the 
beginning? Captain Scott said "Don't stick any limbs out! WeVe had people get 
bitten..." Chris was lost in the whole fantasy of swimming with wild sharks. 1 was 
pretty into the idea myself, but after about 20 minutes, the sharks disappeared. 
This was the scariest moment for me. 

The words of Captain Scott immediately came to mind "... keep yours 
eyes open. That means a larger shark is approaching." After looking around and 
not seeing a thing for few minutes, I found that the silence was paralyzing. Where 
did those other sharks go?!? I popped my head up and said "Ok, I'm ready to get 
out." They pulled us to the boat and we got out. None of us caught a glimpse of a 
larger shark, though the Galapagos Sharks came back in time. There were also 
Sand Reef Sharks and Blue Tip Sharks. Pardon me for overreacting, but I didn't 
want to be in a rickety little cage (just take a look at the picture?) in the middle of 
the ocean with bloody chum surrounding us IF a huge Tiger Shark or Great White 
Shark approached us. Nope, not for me. This bummed Chris out; his dream is to 
see a Great White while in a cage,., on your own time. 

It was a Wast. I got a ton of pictures. At one time, Captain Joe decided 
to show off; so he jumped in the chum rilled ocean, that's right- no cage! Just 
Captain Joe and a bunch of HUGE sharks. I just covered my eyes and told Chris to 
tell me when he got back on die boat. There was a young college kid from Texas 
who decided at the last minute that he wasn't going in, so the captains teased him 
relentlessly "Oh, so a girl can do it, but you catft?!?" Whatever. 

All I can say is this, the Shark Adventure was amazing. As the 
Egyptologist said, who (bund the bust of Queen Neforttti "Description is useless, 
see for yourself" It was surreal. 
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out to do it) and the rent went to buy mora QPs^ 

fUt Seven pure Volume Sites? What's up, dude? 
JPi Xmmh, Lara UlriQh rules! Protesting hie right to earn 15 a ante per ft 5 album. Suoker. 
I think it's stupid to pay for downloads. ?ure Volume offers bands the space to put up 3 
downloadable songs for free. If you want more, than you have to pay money. We Just kept 
getting multiple sites so we oould put more than J songs on the Internet. So, people ean 
still miss our shows and be able to get our musio off of the internet for free. 



TajTwhy^ire 

J?i Well, whan wo started out, we did the acoustic thing* It's really fun and we feared 
that we would Just breakdown and play electric and get in a rut of doing that* X figured 
that limiting the format to acoustic would. In effect, expand the acoustic format. Tie 
really wanted to play electrically, but we didn't want to cut short our acoustic career* 
Bo we made a pact to hold off "going electric" for at least one year* We're still gonna 
play acoustic, but we'll also be willing to play electric. Z think that if we had not held 
off for the one whole year, that we would have given up and would have went full on 
electric b y now. I'm glad we held off. 



T4Ji What do you hope to accomplish with this new recording of yours ? 
JPi The back covert Ha ha. No, I've been lax on completing the cover for some time. It's 
my turn to do the cover this time. Xou see, we're all good artists, so we agreed to draw 
our own covers rather than using clip art. This new one has six original songs and three 
covers. We planned to do 2 more originals but we decided not to after all. We wanted to 
hurry up and get all the stuff recorded before we go electric, so we can release all the 
old stuff re-recorded using else trio instruments. 

T4Js What were your Inspirations for being a free bandf 
Jfi People like Josh Redd. He was a big Inspiration for me. He has done free shows and It 
was Just inspiring. I looked at it and saw how cool it was. The other side of the 
inspiration is to be nothing like the soul suoklng, rock *n roll vampires that I see 
coming to the place where I work. 



TdJi What effect would you want to bring to the scene? 
JFi I would like to inspire other people to do what we do, in whole or In part. To bring 
down the music industry by making a viable alternative. Kevin and Matt were supposed to 
start an acoustic street band, that would have been awesome to be able to play with other 
people on the street. It would make It a mora powerful force against the evil music 
industry. Sorry, if that sounds all hoity-toity and high horsed, but I don't think people 
understand the bullshit inherent in the music industry. I'd like them to, but I'm not 
gonna go into that here. I*d just like the local scene to be able to thrive despite the 
lack of venues and officially sanctioned ways of doing things. 



««iaatlon of ■ band tJ?ff Md lU the «««*ges about Ti* n Ji! U J rouPMlf with love 



HKT/S ^"il'JSSd'SS'i/iohn Sinclair and Sootet.nd. Doors • 9.30pm 
U/l/oT- VeramcatorB l^nnlvora.ry/t'* 51«trlc Show/Sleotlon Day Parking «•««• 

Watch the website for details. a-im*- 
ii/M/04 - jfk Assassination Celebration in Liberty Plmse • 3* OOpm 

U ^v\"l,il""l i to ... », of «. *~?1™X« n>m * WB ' *» « 

also here their music at any of these 7 Pure Volume sites... FOR Vm* 



. purevolume . com/versif lea tors 
. purevo lume . com/dl e ve rs i f i ka t o rs 
♦purevolume . oom/annarborliberatlonf ront 
.purevolume. com/ los versifies tros 
. puravo lume ♦ c om/lavers 1 feat re s 
. purevo lume . com/ annarbormuni e ipa Ipro t e s tband 
. purevolume . com/ the vers! fucks 
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StencMmj liBftiiif fl 

MARVEL® has perpetrated the ignorance of America's youth for 
nearly half a century (or at least a good forty years). Stan Lee is 
solely responsible for sewing this shrouded web of darkness that 
, hides the truth from us all. Even the innocent psyche of Peter 
Parker himself is a victim to this sad, sad secret. 

This spidey-sense™ that supposedly warns our "hero" of danger 
is actually a biological emission of putrid stench that attracts 
enemies. Those wavey lines floating around SPIDER-MAN™ s 
head are not placed in such ahalo-esque fashion as to represent 
an extra-sensory ability but rather to symbolize a smell worse than 
rotting, maggoty vomit. A document was found recently buried 
£r**CW undei a rats ' nest in the b as ement of the Smithsonian that named 
this afEction'spidey- stench™. 

f«*vbf<, ( / "I knew that no one would possibly want to buy a comic about a 
i ,/v w >~ smelly dunderhead. And the publishers at MARVEL® agreed 
with this reality on the subject." stated Stan Lee at gunpoint* 
creator of SPIDER-MAN™ and current president of MARVEL 
COMICS®. "So we talked it over and we ended up hiring these 
talented public relation executives. They were great. Some of 
them seemed like literary genies. It was advised to create an 
anti-suck filter." MARVEL® patented it just before they 
trademarkedthe words 'super-hero™ and 'super- villian™. Lee 
added, "And so that was that. But I think it was for the best." 



SglDER MAN ™ viewed here 
before the 'MARVEL? Fitter" 



A legion of smelly New Englanders in Nooseneck, Rhode Island 
found themselves for the first time without a backbone for their 
personal realities. Another oderiffable group in Dennis, 
lcoKu * Massachusettes claims to have witnessed the horizon bending 

*• TiW^FBSJ 1, ■UK"""'!-.* reportadlyftlldowntmc. 
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the Font Man Rants 

Lange! lanson L. Bookbinder Esq, IX 

Al Jourgensen of Indusftlal-muste Ministry and current board member of 
ptjnH_vot«r.com was flaming pissed about a tnendy piece of shit Urban Outfitters 
Voting Is for Old People' t-sMrt (pictured at right)* Me daimed It was a Republican 
conspiracy of young voter oppression. The true travesty Is the overlooked Ray 
Lara hie who has been developing hundreds of freeware fonts for years. His 
typefaces have graffrbed contemporary design. So when a t-shlrt controversy 
broke out featuring his font Bud mo Jiggter I asked for a few words... 



"I think the shirt is kind of funny but I'm 
Canadian and have given up hope that 
Americans will ever vote for anyone good let 
alone have more than two parties. The thing 
that pisses me off is all these clothing store 
chains that don't read the documentation that 
comes with the fonts* Yes, sending me a 
sample of a product that you used my fonts 
with is voluntary but why is it that I only 
receive samples of products from small 
companies, independent record labels, 
churches and individuals who use my fonts - 
the people who can least afford it? You've got 
Ocean Pacific where about half of their 
products have one of my freeware fonts on 
them, Bluenotes jeans where the whole store 
chain is done up in my Neuropol font* Exco, 
and their fake hip hop clothing. How about the 
logo for the 2008 Olympics? Think I'll get a 
tote bag or a mug? Don't count on it! And then 
there's music: Dixie Chicks, Will Smith, 
Backstreet Boys, Theory of a Madman, Julio 
Iglesias and lots of other musicians I would 
never bother with use my fonts on their covers. 
I have never received a music CD from a major 
label group **. Meanwhile, some startup 
garage band who isn't exactly rolling in cash is 
nice enough to send me a copy. 

Don't get me wrong, I get lots of cool stuff in 
the mail from "the little guy" but these fat cat 
corporations are the last ones to even bother 
sending product samples, even though it's 
probably a tax write off for them. When I see 
several brands of portable MP3 players with 
my free fonts plastered on them while I don't 




own a portable MP3 player - 
I get slightly annoyed. And 
here's American Eagle Outfitters making loads 
of cash with this "bad" publicity off me and the 
backs of some underpaid seamstress from 
some god-knows-where free trade zone. 

But really, the shirt is kind of funny. Back in 
the seventies I had a "Homework Rots my 
Mind" shirt that garnered shocked looks from 
adults. Kids love that shit. I can't imagine that 
anyone old enough to vote or with any taste 
would ever wear tat like that unless they were 
dressing up like "Kelso" for Halloween. Sure, 
the fake vintage shirts look cool until you walk 
down the street and see some tard with exactly 
the same fake, distressed vintage seventies 
shirt that they paid way too much for. Go to the 
Salvation Army, they've got way cooler shirts 
and they're a buck. Last week I found this 
purple shirt with a shitty clip-art skyline, 
Chicago in Helvetica and a rainbow. Cooler 
*** than anything I saw on ae.com and it was 
seventy cents/ 1 

* The documentation basically states that you can use the font for free, 

even for commercial use but if you use it for something coo!, please 
send me a sample, 

** Frank Black's wife was kind enough to send a CD but that doesn't 

count as major label. Damn tine disc though. 

*** In a 1 970's befewainbows-werc- considered-gay/Mori & Mindy 

way. 

-Ray Larabie 

http://larabiefonts»com/ 
hundreds of original, freeware fonts 
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In early 1980 I was seventeen; a smartass, constantly stoned (or drunk, or tripping, or something} and 
I wore a leather jacket. I searched out the fastest music possible and played it as loud as possible, 
I remember taking the stereo speakers and leaning them into each other, so the tops of the speakers 
came together. The speakers kind of formed a triangle . Then I lay down on the floor with my head in 
between the speakers and cranked the fuck out of the Ramones, It was twenty of the most well spent 
minutes in my life. I had plenty of acne. I guess I was a punk. I wanted to have as much fun as 
possible. I had- a desire to find and do the most extreme things I could».and I was not alone. There 
were a bunch of kids who could be classified as punks. It was pretty much what was happening back in 
the day. Punk or nerd, the choice was yours. 

Still other terms could also be applied to me, such as burnout, and fuck-up, I certainly wasn't as 
extremely punked-out as some people. I think I finally cut my long greasy hair sometime in early 1980. 
It is quite possible that if I were born fifteen years later I would have been playing hip-hop on my 
speaker triangle. Work with me here a little. Get the beat going: Shikka-BOOM, shikka- BOOM-BOOM, ! 
Shikka-BOOM, Shikka-BOOM- BOOM... 



My name is JB, I got a story to tell 
I threw my quarter in the wishing well 
I wish I could rap, that' s what I said 
And now they call me wonderbread! 
Because 1 am white as a cracker, 
I'm white as a ghost 

I' m white as a piece of uncooked toast 

I' m proud of my homey, eminem 

I am thinking that I can do it again 

With the rappin and rhyming and calling the tunes 

And getting the girlies to drop their pantaloons 

I know about ghettos and all that crap 

But I am bustin out white suburban rap 

you must be true to yourself, be who you are 

if you want to be a big rap star. 



Yeah. Probably good I was there in the 
eighties. I don' t think I would have done very 
well as a rapper. But, come to think of it I 
never really did very well in my. punk bands 
either. Amazingly enough I opened for J FA (Jody 
Foster' s Army) three different times in three 
different bands. It was The Truth, the Service 
and another band, maybe Necron 99? Anyway I 
thought it was cool. We now return you to your 
regularly programmed story. In March of 1980 I 
moved into a house on the corner of Fourth and 
Madison. Apparently we were called the Mad 
Four. Not because we resembled the Fantastic 
Four in any way. It was because there were four 
of us living at Madison and Fourth. The MAD 



FOUR! Get it. HA-HA, Um,..yeah, it was pretty dumb. But there we were, four groovy guys. 

Now I must take you back in time. Come, Sherman, to the wayback machine. In early 1979 a few of us 
disgruntled youths were hanging out on the third floor of Commie High. We were bored. It was very cold 
outside. There were times when it seemed my feet never were warm. It had been snowing and cold and 
miserable for so long it seemed like forever. The conversation would its way around to what we would 
like to be doing. Romping in the Arb high on acid was suggested. It seemed like an excellent idea. So 
we set a date. We wanted to make sure the weather would be wonderful. We set the date for May 9 th , It 
was decided that every year on May 9 th we would all take acid together and trip out and have tons of 
fun and frolic. Sometimes when I was tripping I was actually too high to frolic. My mind would frolic 
and I would just kind of drool on myself or something. 

So, anyway, we did it. A few of us went to the Arb, took some acid and, sat around watching each other 
melt and morph and stuff. We would start to say something and then^we would..we would just laugh. We 
frolicked. National Trip Day 1979 was not that big a deal, I think there were five or six of us. 
Before we knew it another year had passed us by and May 9 th was rapidly approaching. While the normal 
children went out hunting for Easter eggs we went searching for acid. It came to us in the form of 
some really wicked shit called "Blue Dragon". It was a blotter with a really cool graphic of a dragon 
on it. It looked really cool. Of course we had to test it out before the actual holiday. It was very 
clean and very intense. The original plan was just to have a few people over at the house and we would 
have a nice little trip. Of course that is not the way it worked out, 

Let me pause for a moment and introduce you to the Neighborhood. The Neighborhood was the name of a 
group of ruffians. It was essentially a street gang but not in the same way gangs are today. It was a 
group of people who would do wild and crazy thing together, often things of a criminal nature. The 
neighborhood of "the Neighborhood" was around Eberwhite School, The kids had all grown up together and 
the name "the Neighborhood" came about sort of organically by the various people saying things like, 
"I'm leaving downtown and going back to the neighborhood", A person might be in any of several houses 
in the neighborhood or hanging out in one of the parks or schools. Eventually the "Neighborhood" came 
to mean the people that lived in the neighborhood. It was a loose group in a way in that it never 
really had a leader, but it was a very tight knit organization. 

I was never an actual member of the Neighborhood. I was an associate. I sold them weed and got them 
stoned and such. I committed various criminal activities of a low level nature with them from time to 



time. Petty theft and vandalism and things like that. They liked me and never kicked my ass. We were' 
them 1116 "* 13 S8Veral ° f them were P taaent foc National Trip Day 1980. That is why I am mentioning 

I would like to make a disclaimer here. That is that I really donf t know what the fuck I am talkina 
about and am generally "talking out my ass". Please understand that. I was not a member of the 
Neighborhood and have no right to write about it in any authoritarian way. The only thing I have ever 
been an expert on is being JB, and that is what this is about. My memories of this time may be 
completely warped and this is not meant to be a truly historical dement . i am not using people's 
names for exactly that reason. I could be, and probably am, completely f^jll of shit. Disclaimer over 
Back to 1980. As April was winding down we were stocking up on our Blue Dragon. I always thought that 
part of the fun about acid was the cool names it got. Even Purple Microdot was a pretty cool name. I 
remember Mr. Naturals" and "Yellow Sunshine"; there was this really wicked stuff around just called 
Grey Blotter. It looked pretty plain but it projected a person far out into the astral plain. 
Now as we were procuring the required substances word of the event began to spread. If asked about it 
I would not deny that National Trip Day celebration* would be taking place at my house. I did actually 
invite a few people over. My roommates also each invited a few people over. We did not really have anv 
concerted effort to create a party. We never sat down and said letf s have a bunch of tripping maniacs 
over on May 9 . It was simply National Trip Day and we were carrying on the tradition. It may have 
been a tradition that was only one year old, but still these traditions are the basis of our culture 
Without traditions how can we separate ourselves as a people? It was our civic duty to take acid and 
fry our fucking minds out . 

The guests would soon be arriving. Entertaining in one's home i» always such a stressful activity. We 
did not have the benefit, of having read any of Martha Stewart'.* .eook*. We had some bonghits prepared 

tlJin COUISa 3 f6W C ° ld b * erS - The ^-"stairs s *«*° and the upstairs stereo were in a 

neated battle * 

Stereo Wars was one of our favorite games. If a *oom»*ate pia^ie. p& 'by playing their stereo either 
early in the morning or late at night, I wasAd just prank^^ck out of some nasty punk rock to 
overpower whatever they were playing. Not every stitch of mu*i* played was punk. The Who, Stones and 

S h " ZfjTL'Z r ,* Bd ™\\ T ^ X * d in With U ' 1 <* corda of obnoxious psychedelic 

better loudly. Bands like "the M»gig ianterns" and stuff. The weirder the 

People started showing up and we all dropped acid. It was }***>ike * regular party until the drugs 
kicked in. Then you could see what each person's trip was like. There must have been 30 or 40 tripping 
Punks m this house all at once. I ceuld see clearly what each person thought of them selves and what 
they wanted others to think of them. The social face that we wear unconsciously was worn openly all in 
attendance. We were all intensely aware of each other. 

I remember one girl sitting in a chair in the middle of the living room. She was looking at us as if 
she was royalty. She was holding a rose that she waved abo«t as a queen would wave her scepter. Then 
she dropped the rose and. simply looked at it. It was beneath her dignity to reach down and pick it up. 
The music was so loud it was hard to hear anybody talk. There w M a lot of laughter. I went upstairs 
and there on the stair way was a friend of mine we was laughing. He was all by himself and laughing at 
everything and at nothing.. He was leaning against' the wall apd ever so slowly, inch by slow inch, he 
was sliding down the wallet seemed that this sliding -was hilarious to his twisted mind and caused 
him to laugh more. The laughter was coming out in almost as panting. He was completely out of breath, 
smiling and ]ust giggling inawvely. 

t r^Jj^ et H- h t* b r k , UP - ^ T ^ 5t * its ' -her*, ay room was. The record player was skipping and 
automat? ■ *nc *n r a ^^^ * n0th6 V Pi T °* Yim °" tM tu ^ ta "«' ™ank woodness it was semi- 
tripjed for a whUe * button to get it started. I set: on my bed and just kind of 

I noticed a few people in the othe* upstairs bedroom. I went in to see what they were doing. They were 
doing coke I was offered a line but declined. I did not think it would have any effect on me so why 
waste it. I was about as high as I could get, y 
I went back down to the insanity, propping my friend on the stairv*y up again as I passed. He was 

?h. Lt^ 9 .-" 9 ' a I" PEetty "" y d ° Wn ther *' ™ e music st °PP«d. Everybody looked around: Oh shit. 
The music stopped. My roommate came to th* rescue by changing the record. The trip got back into a 

^°V r °T; J? ? th8 . meBbers of the Neighborhood -ere there and some of their macho bravado was 
;JT 6 1 7 th \ ir * ensitv of the «t«9»- It was really nice to be able to relate simply as people. 
In ™ °* c W8Ce 93 °PP° s9d t0 the P e °Ple « pretend to be. So much energy gets taken up 

in posturing. So little is spent on friendship. It was a really cool vibe ' 9 P 

S/* — th ! fan - nel1 waa breaking loose. We were being attacked! There was loud 

U^t 9 aw SOUn « of u 3 P lint ering wood. Then came the sound of angry yelling and screams. The 
mellow crowd became a frightened mob. A panic set in and people ran for the bathroom. I still have no 
1*!k I Vt erV y " n fot 1 the bathroom, but that is where they went. They actually tried to climb out 
pit bull m WindOW ' Ch would have put them int0 tha P en wh ere our in sane neighbors kept their 

L*£% , 0£ r I"* BOb and - " n t0 the t0p of tne ataits onl y diml y awace of the violence that was 

unfolding. All I knew was that I was at the top of the stairs holding a bicycle pump and anybody who 
came up the stairs was going to get majorly fucked up. These tripping people were trying to call the 

Zit JL C °° m 3nd 1 W3S atandin 9 9 uard - They were doing a good job of making the call 

considering that these were tripping and terrified girls. I just stood my post. 



91 



Next door to our house there lived these insane Viet Nam veterans. These guys had the 1000-yard stare. I 
It was pretty spooky. They would just look out sometimes, and you knew they had seen too much death. I 
Anyway, they saw it us as in a primitive tribal sense, our people and their people. Well, one of our I 
people, a member of the Neighborhood, had vaulted over the hood of one of their cars* I am sure that I 
they were watching the weird punks and listening to the insane chaos for some time. The planting of a I 
hand on the hood of one of their vehicles and the punk leaping across the hood of said vehicle caused 
some kind of flashback. It was the proverbial straw. I 
The Viet Nam vets were alcoholics. They also smoked weed but being drunk was the buzz of choice for I 
their people. They formed a small war party and made a mission over to the punk house. There were I 
maybe six or seven of them. I thought it was pretty ballsy, considering we numbered about 30 or 40* I I 
think they could see what kind of condition we were in. They were also drunk and had courage from 1 
that . I 
This one incredibly ugly, overweight, drunk, female thing picks up a bike and was going to throw it on I 
the porch but fell over backwards instead. There was one really mean vet who had one of his arms blown I 
off in the war and he brought a cinder block with him, in his good arm, of course. Like neighbors I 
sometimes do, he threw the cinderblock at the house. It was just his way of communicating. He threw it I 
through the porch railing and broke several slats out. There was a loud crashing. The panic started || 
inside i 

The Viet Nam people started yelling, but a few members of the Neighborhood were on the porch. This 
type of thing was nothing new to them. Perhaps the ugly woman and the guy with half his arm blown off j 
were a little different, but it was good old-fashioned violence. An erstwhile warrior of the punk clan 
grabbed a porch slat and braced himself for battle. Two other rather large punks stayed on the porch 
to defend castle Mad Four* Cpon seeing that weapons were going to be used the ugly woman pulled out a 
carving knife* 

Let me tell you about this knife. It was a big carving knife of the type used in the movie psycho. It 
was a long and heavy knife. Now let me tell you how this knife looked on acid. It was a huge length of 
metal forged in the pits of hell for the sole purpose of inflicting death. It was being wielded by a 
person who was totally insane and had no regard for life. It was easily the most dangerous thing I had 
ever seen in my entire life* 

The panic attack that went through the tripping crowd left only a few members of the Neighborhood on 
the porch. Only one of them had a rail slat and they were faced with half a dozen Viet Nam veterans 
who were intent on killing them. A few punks came up behind the Viet Nam vets, keeping a safe 
distance. It got the Viet Nam vets to pause in their charge and consider the situation. A few more 
punks showed up and it looked as if the vets were losing their nerve. 

Suddenly three patrol cars swept down the street and screeched to a halt. Everybody ran. Punks and 
vets scattered to the winds* I was still at the top of the stairs waiting for anybody, fucking 
ANYBODY, to try to come up those stairs. My knuckles were white as I gripped my chosen weapon, the 
bicycle pump. Adrenaline was mixing with the acid coursing through my veins. My laughing friend was 
quiet now. He was behind me, as a back up, in case anything should happen. The three people who called 
the cops were huddled in my roommate' s room, furtively peering out the window. They soon told me about 
the arrival of the cops and the subsequent dispersal of everyone. 

It was known that the cops did not arrest anybody. They simply dispersed the crowd. That meant that 
the Viet Nam vets were still out there. These people had killed dozens, perhaps hundreds of times. I 
had no real idea of their weaponry or their capabilities and I was still tripping. There were five or 
six punks still inside the house. One of our roommates was unaccounted for, although he was assumed to 
be safe. 

We decided it would be best to stay away from the windows. We huddled near the stairs, in the center 
of the house* We were no longer sharing a trip. Each person had gone back inside his own head- The 
women had all left. I kept my bike pump near at hand. I looked into the tripping eyes of ray few 
friends who had chosen to stay and tried to smile reassuringly at them. I have no idea what I looked 
like. Their eyes did not meet mine for long. 

After a few minutes we started talking about what we should do* Some people wanted to go upstairs and 
play some tunes. I wanted to just stay put. I knew that the vets were out there and I wanted to be 
downstairs in case they made another attack. Then there was a debate as to what the next move of the 
enemy was going to be* What were the chances of them coming back to attack us? What would it be like 
living next to them? 

It was then that the knock came. To my tripping ears it sounded like a brutal bashing upon the portal 
of our humble abode. I quickly grabbed my bike pump and moved against the wall along side of the door. 
The other various punks found some sort of cover. I noticed with satisfaction that several of them had 
I grabbed weapons of some type. We knew the vets would be more determined the second time around and we 
were not going to make it easy for them* 

The knock came again. Tightly gripping my bike pump I open the door and found myself staring right 
I into the face of this cute little sixteen-year-old girl. 
i w Hi," She said, *I heard there was a party here tonight"* 
I "Yeah, " I said, "get in. get down. Shut up." 
1 She didn' t stay long. 

I Three days later the vet with one arm appeared on our porch. I went out to meet him. He had come over 
to make peace between our tribes. We smoked the bong of peace* I shook his stump and he went home. I 
I remember thinking about how similar our two tribes were, and how incredibly different. 
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When 1 first r.aivChuep'a Chuaga's = ft \i fi«. . i 

a friend that aquired a few copt , , :^sVck it' I n v t" ^ Hf to * Jt « - me by 

cleaning out said ^ I gguJrd , t 4 uce , f for 3 One day, after 

genre of choice. I like harVore. £ d J£K2 aK^^*^ ^ b > 4 — 

CD fa more like children's folk The ™ sic °* 

acoustic guitar o* aordrnn, and .Limes sorne r SS'S - 

brilliance lies in it's simplicity and it Rv fir mv LJ&Is P^sswn. "i< » - h -nd claps or a tambori ic lite 
&m by m mother about her . S£ * h ool First sf ?2£8 * ' ^ * St0I > of a **■ 
intuaition leads to some, prying I, ^ ing a «D» £ & »* 811 " A " ** 

mother. The girl then retorts vv,u. „ fcffcJE of «H» ?inn« * CI ^ ** enough for her 
tl" s grade, the girl stomps out, once again prociaimn g shc « Jived £S? ISl^^F 8 ° f 
ot poinient social commentary delivered in a very fun way E ^ hi smblmllf V , Um ' S 6,11 

album ,n it's entirety. 1 defy anyone to overlook the BRSfftj^SM 3?^ lbiS 
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The Teethe CD release of "More songs about money ami animals" is carrying on ihe scattered tradition of 
local Ann Arbor punk bands like, Chore and JAKS, of coinp' jte!y deconstructing music and I uilding it back up, 
better, faster and heavier. U s better like a complete paradigm shift, not like a symphony of Ute* L It's faster like 
a slight of hand trick, not like a Bad Brains album. It's heavier Ufre a realization, not a like a death metal band. 
With so igs about true stories, that are stranger than fiction, ripped right from headlines, the Teelu spilt yc^r 
sides over and over win their lyrics. Both the music and the lyrics can't possibly sink in vith just one pas . T hi j 
album will have you riveted time and again, just tryi.tg tu make sen- z of the calculated chaos being lair! oeforo 
you. You can contact the Teeth via email at apeatti<eb^sstop@hotn aiUom or go i.o theteethband.com to get 
this self-released masterpiece for 55. 
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, 3 ik ^ The music N meat. Fun, energetic and sometimes 

Bantha Fodder. Tins m ff«**g* ^^pwZ ife I* a bit of a 

a little bit cute. I lie band defiantly hasp? win y =, 
hard lime staying on tune, 5# it ten t seem to mattc^ 





Roses # I is a v« ry pretty tm 
about wacky slot like robot 
it's a very fast read, but fimb 
zinc more. I would know s# 
I'm into. Contact Rio ai ; .o> 
much it costs, but probabh. Sft 
-KMS 
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m short a d hard to understand. There are three : stories 
SfSSL The an i, ,reat ar^ the stones 
, oad a V coild time I mmk d 1 ia*w Rio I PW 
is cUog bom i fe has a ttkpwWwa dev.ee. 1 hat 

.i,.-1v^^hotniail com. I * bno tnt RWg 
art, it's probaoW worth it. 
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T . W4n MAr . k : ail v 0 i I & 2 is another miiv-zine by Mark Plaid. It's about t 

mostly sex jokes. 50 cents ppd » trade Mark Pla. I. Goulslomptr, 1 .0. 
Toledo, OH 436B, -culstonm, r@yahoo.com 
-KMS 
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Pancake Joe, Vol. 1& 2 Short Mini-ZiiK s ;bout pancake Joe the guy who can flatten 
hiir^elfimo a pancake. If you like poUy humor, and dick jokes then you should get it. 
50 cents PPD or trade. Mark Plaid. Gouistomper, P O. Box 8793, Toledo, OH 43623 
gou 1st oat per (a) v ahoo . com 
•KMS 
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BAD IDEA RECORDS 

(ok, so they're CDb ) 

We record every show at the Bed Idea. Pertly to preserve the history 
of the house and partly to give people the opportunity to listen to the 
bands the way they were heard, fe "burn the CDs ourselves and sell them for 
a little more than oost. The money goes to the magazine or else to help buy 
stuff for more shows. Because the reoordlng quality varies, we have a 
"star" system to let you know what to expect. Basically, one Is bad and 
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To order CDs, please send $5 cash or check made out to Christina Lee, to: 
Bad Idea Records, 607 N. Main, Ann Arbor, MI 48104 
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225 £. Ltoer/y ? 734-327-9239 



3000 CD Titles 
in stock 

1000 LP Titles 
in stock 




underground 




Special orders 

available 
and discounted 
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/ Afternoon Delight - *:i to Vault of Midnight 



unreleased 
lull length'80's 
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